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BOOK xm. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Tka fttitHk BatiU e^ntmued, in wAick Atfimmt i 
Oruik* t A* JictM ^ Idommuut, 

WeptaM, eoneenied for the Iom of the GnciuM* n|mi imuir 
the fortificetien forced br Hector (who hed enterM the nte 
Beer the itation of the Ajavea,) assunei the shape of Cbel' 
ches* and innpiref those heroes to oppose him ; then, ia th« 
form of one ot the generals, encouraf^t the other Greeks who 
had retired lo their Tessrls. The AJ axes form their troops ia 
a close phalanx, and pot a stop to Hector and the Trojant. 
Sereral deeds of ralour are performed j Meriones, losinf hit 
spear in Ae encounter, repairs to seelc another at the tent of 
Idomeneus: this occasions a conversation between those two 
warriors, who return tog<'tber to the batUe. Idomeoeos sig- 
nalizes his courare above the rest; be Itills Othryooeus, Asiuii 
and Alcathous : Deiphobos and £neas march against him* 
and at len^h Idome'neus retires. Menelaus wounds Helenof 
and kills Pisander. The Trojans are repulsed in the left wing f 
Hector still keeps his ground aga*ust the Ajaxes, till, heiiy 
galled by the Locrian slingers and archers, Polydamas adl 
▼ises to call a council of war: Hector approves his advice, 
bnt goes first to rally the Trojans ; upbraids Paris, rejoins Po* 
Ijdamas meets Ajax again, and renews the attack. * 

The eight- and-twentieth day still continues. The leeae b h^ 
tweenthe Grecian wall and the seashore. 



When dow the Thunclerer on the sea-beat coast 

Had fix^d great Hector and his conquering bout 

He leh them to the Fates, in bloody firaj 

To toil andstrujule through the wett>ibugbt daj, 

Then turned to lliracia irom the field of fight 

Those eyes that shed insuffeiable light, 

To where the Msrsians prove their tnattiaTibroe, 

And hardy Thxacians tame the sava^ horse ; 

And where the iar-fam*d Hippemolgian strayVi 

RanownM for juitic« aod for ttDgth of dtyt v 
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Thrico happy mee! that, ibnooent of blood. 

From milk, inndnoui, iedL \bmt sunple ^Mdi 

Jove sees delighted ; and avoids the scene 

Of guiltir Troy, of aims, and d^ ing men : 

No aid, he deems, to either host is given, 

While his high law suspends the powers of heayen. 

Afleantime the *Monaich of the watery main 
Observed the Thunderer, nor observed in vain. 
In Samothracia, on a mountam*8 brow, 
Wlvrae waving woods overhung the deeps beIow» 
He sate ; and round him cast his azure eyes, 
Where Ida's misty tops confiisMly rise ; 
BaIow, &ir [lion's glittering spires were seen ; i 
The crowded ships, and sable seas between. 
There, from the crystal chambers of the main 
Eraeig'd, he sate; and mpumM his Aigives dafau 
At Jove incens'd, with grief and iiiry stung, ' "* 

Prone down die rocky steep he rush'd along; J 
Fierce as he past, the lofty mountains nod. 
The forests snake! earth trembled as he trod, 
And felt the footsteps of th* immortal God. 
From realm to realm ttiree ample strides he took, 
And, at the fourth, the distant Jlg» shook. 

Far in the bay Ins shining palace stands, 
Eternal frame! not raisM by mortal hands: 
This having reachM, his brass-hooPd steeds he feins; 
Fleet as the winds, and deckM with eolden maneii 
Reful^nt arms his mighty limbs infold, 
[mmortal arms of adamant and gold. 
He mounts the car, the golden scourgte a^^lies^ 
He sets superior, and the chariot flies t 
His whirling wheels the glassy sur&ce sweep; 
Th* enormous monsters, rolliiitg o'er tli€ deep^ 
Gambol around him on the wat'ry way; 
And heavy whales in awkward measures play - 
The sea subsiding spreads a levdplain. 
Exults, and owns the moaaich ofthe nialni 
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The poxting wavei befom his oounerifijr \ 
The wonderioft walan leave his asle diy. 

Deep in tlie liquid ngions lies a cave ; 
Between wliera Tenedos the soisbs lave , 
And rocky Imbrue breaks the rolling wave i 
There the great ruler of the asuie round 
Stopp'd his swift chariot, and his steeds unbound, 
Fea with ambrosial herbagjB from his hand, 
And link*d their ietlocks with a golden band. 
Infrangible, immortal: there they stay, 
The fiither of the floods pursues his way ; 
Where, like a tempest (burkening heaven around, 
Or fiery deluge that devours the ground, 
Th* impatient Trojans, in a {^oomy tfarongi 
Embattled roU'd, as Hector rush'd ak»g: 
To the bud tumult and the barbarous cir. 
The Heavens re-echo, and the shores reply; 
They vow destruction to the Grecian name, 
And in tlieir hopes, the fleets already flame. 

But Neptune, riang fimn the seas profound. 
The God whos^eartnquakes rock the solid ground. 
Now wears a mortal form ; like Calobas seen. 
Such his loud voice, and such his manly mien; 
His sliouts incessant eyerr Greek inspire. 
But most th* Aiaces, adding fire to fira. 

*Tis yours, O warriors, sll our hopes to raise ; 
Ohfiecollect your ancient worth and praise: 
*TJ8 yours to save us, if you cease to fear; 
Flight, more than diameful, is destructive hers. 
On other works though Troy with funr All, 
And pour her armies o'er our batter'd wall ; 
There, Greece has strength t but this, tliit part o'ei* 

thrown. 
Her strength were vain ; I dread for Voualoiie. 
Here Hector rms like the force of nre. 
Vaunts of his &>d8,and calls high Jove his sire. 
If yet some heavenly power your breast excite. 
Breathe in your hearts, and string your arms to fight. 
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Greece jet duit live, her threatea'd fleet remain; 
And Hector's iince, and Jove's own aidt be vain. 

Then with bis sceptre that the deep controls, 
He touch'd the chien, and steel'd their manly souls: 
Strength, not their own, the touch divine imparts, 
Prompts their light limbs, and swells their daring hearts. 
Then as a iisJcon from tfauB rocky heijght. 
Her quarry seen^ impetuous at the s^t, 
Forth-springii^ instant darts herself from fa%|h 
Shoots on the wing, and skims along the sky: 
Such, and so swift the power of Ocean flew; 
The wide horizon shut him from their view* 

Th' inspirinc God, Oileus' active son 
Fereeiv'd the nrst, and thus to Telamon : 

Some God, my friend, some God in human fom 
Favouring descends, and wills to stand the stomi. 
Not Calchas this, the venerable seer; 
Short as he tuni'd, 1 saw the Power appears 
I marked his partinff, and the steps he tiod; 
His own bright evidence reveals a God. 
E'en now some eneigy divine 1 share. 
And seem to walk on wing^ and tread in ak! 

With equal ardour (Telamon returns) . 
My soul is kindled, and my bosom bums : 
New rising spirits all mv foioe alann. 
Lift each mipatient limb^ and brace my aim. 
This readv arm, unthinkmg, shakes the dart; 
The blood Ppurs back, and fortifies my heart; 
Sindy, methiaks, yon towering chief I meet, 
And stretch the dreadful Hector at my feet 

FuD of the God that uig*d their bummg breast^ 
The heroes thus their mutual warmth exprQst 
Neptune meanwhile the routed Greeks inspir'd. 
Who, breathless, pale, with length of labours tu'd* 
Pant in the ships; wlule Trov to conquest colls, 
And swanas VKtarious o'er their yielding walls i 
Trembling befiwe th' iatpendii^ etoxm they lie. 
While tears of lagp staad bummg in their eye* 
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Gieec8 funk fhoy tfaoi]g|it,«nd this their frtal hoar; 
But breathe newcourag,e as thev feel the Fowu, 
Teucer and Leitus first his words excite; 
Then stem Peneleus rises to the ficbt: 
Tho&s, Deipyrus, in aims renown*d, 
And Merkm neu, th* iinpulsive fiuT fixnid; 
Last Nestor's son the same bold ardour talM^ 
Wliila thus the God the martial fire avraketi 

On lafltiqc iofiimj, oh dire disgrace 
To chiefi of rigorous youth and manly race! 
I trusted in the Gods, and you, to see 
Brave Greece Tictorious, and her navr fieet 
Ah no — the^orious combat you disclaim, 
And one black day clouds all her former fiuMy 
Hearens! wnat a prodi^ these eyes survey^ 
Unseen, unthought, till ttus aioaung day ! 
Fly we at length from Troy*s oft-cooquer'd handt? 
And fidls our fleet by such mglorious hands? 
A rout undisciplinM, a strag^ing ttain. 
Not bom to glories of the dusty plain ; 
Like iiighted fawns, from hill to bill purni'df 
A prey to every savaxe of the wood : 
Shall these, so late who trembled at ^our name, 

k Invade your campa, involve your ships in flame? 

^ A change so shameful, say, what cause has wrought 
The soldier's baseness, or the general*s fiuilt? 
Fools ! will ye perish for your leader's vice i 
The purchase infiuny, and life the price ? 
'Tis not your cause, Achilles' injur'd lame: 
Another's is the crime, but yours the shame. 
Grant that our chief offend through rage or lust. 
Must you be cowards, if your king's unjust ? 
Prevent this evil, and your count^ save; 
Small thouglit retrieves the spurit of the bravcu 
Think, ana suodue ! on dastards dead to films 
I waste no anger, for they feel no shame: 
But you, the pride, the flower of aU our host 
My Heart weeps blood to see your gloiy lost : 
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Nor ddem this day, this battle, all you lose ; 
Jt day more black, a fate more vile ensues. 
Let each reflect, who prises lame or breath. 
On endless infomy, on instant death : 
For lo ! the fated time, th* appointed shore ; 
Hark ! the gates burst, the brazen barriers nwr I 
Impetuous Hector thunders at the wall ; 
The hour, the spot, to conquer, or to falL 

These words the Grecians* fiiinting hearts inqiife^ 
And listening armies catch the godlike fire. 
Fu*d at his post was each bold Ajax found. 
With well-rang*d squadrons strongly circled round i 
80 dose their order, so disposed their fieht, 
As Pallas* self might view with fix*d ddight; 
Or had the God of War inclined his eyes, 
The God of War had own*d a iust surprise*. 
A chosen phalanx, firm, resolv*d as Fate, 
Descending Hector and his battle wait 
An iron scene gleams dreadful o*er the fields, 
Armour in armour lock*d, and shields in shields, 
Spears lean on spears, on taxgets taints throng. 
Helms stuck to helms, and man drove man along 
The floating plumes unnumbered wave above, 
As when an earthquake stirs the nodding grove ; 
And, levell'd at the skies with pointing ravs. 
Their brandish*d lances at eacn motion blaze. 

Thus breathing death, in terrible array. 
The close-compacted legions urg*d their way t 
Fierce they drove on, impatient to destrov ; 
Troy charged the first, and Hector first of Troy 
As from some mountain's craggy forehead torn, 
A rock*s round fragment flies, with fijury borne, 
O^hich firom the stubborn stone a torrent rends) 
Precipitate the ponderous mass descends: 
From steep to steep the rolling ruin bounds ; 
At every shock the crackling wood resounds ; 
StSl cathering force, it smokes ; and, uig*d amain, 
Wliinsi leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to the 
piaint 
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TlMnB stop^ 'So Hdctor. Their tHioito fcvM hs piov^di 
BMistlefls when he rag*d, and when he siopt, unmov^L 

On him the war is bent, the darts are ahed, 
And all. their fiilchions wave around his head: 
Bepuls'd be stands, nor from his stand retires ; 
But with repeated shouts his army firos. 
Trojans! be firm ; this arm shall male you/ waj 
Through yon square body, and that black array. 
Stand, and my spear shall rout their scattering powei^ 
Sttpng as they seem, embattled like a tower. 
For he that Juno*s heavenly bosom worms, 
The first of Gods, this day inspires our armsi 

He said, and rous*d the soul in every breast ; 
Urg*d with desire of fiune, beyond the rest. 
Forth marchM DeTphobus; but, marching, held 
Before his wary steps his ample shield. 
Bold Merion aim*jd a stroke (nor aim^d it wide) 
The guttering javelin pierc'd the tough bull hide; 
But pierc*d not throi:^ : unfiuthfiil to his hand, 
The point broke short, and sparkled in tlie sand. 
The Trojan warrior, touch*d with timely fear, 
On the iais*d orb to distance bore the spear: ^ 
The Greek retreating moumM hii firustrate blow. 
And curs*d the treacherous lance that spar'd a foe? 
Then to the ships with sudy speed he went, 
To seek a surer Javelin in his tent 

Meanwhile with rising rage the battle glows, 
The tumult thickens, and the clamour erowa. 
E^ Teucer*s arm the warlike Imbrius Ueedsy 
The son of Mentor, rich in generous steeds. 
Ere yet to Troy the sons of Greece were led, 
In rair Pedaeus* verdant pastures bred, 
The youth had' dwelt ; remote from war's alaiin% 
And bless*d m bright Medesicaste's arms: 
rrhis nvmph, the fruit of Priam's ravished joy, 
Ally*d tne warrior to the house of Troy.) 
To Troy, when glorv callM his arms, he cam*, , 
And matched the Ixavest of her chie& in fiunex 
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WtStk Priam'i sons, a suardian of the throoo, 
He liv*ci, belov'd and booourM as his own : 
Hini Teucer pieicM between the throat and ear; 
He groans beneath the Telamonian spear. 
As noin some iar-seen mountain's airV crown, 
Subdu'd k^ steel, a tall ash tumbles down. 
And soils its verdant tresses on the ground : 
So falls the youth ; his arms the fall resound. 
Then Ttuoer rushing to despoil the dead, 
From Hector's hand a shining javelin fled: 
He saw, and shunn'd the death ; the forceful dait 
Sung on, and pierc*d Amphimachus's heart, 
Cteatus' son, of Neptune's forceful line ; 
Vain was his coun^ and his race divine! 
Prostrate he &lls; his clanging arms resound. 
And his broad buckler thunders on the ground. 
To seize his beamy helm the victor flies. 
And just had fastened on the dazzling prize, 
When Aiav' manly arm a javelin flung; 
Full on tne shield's round boss the weapon wrung s 
He felt the shock, nor more was doom'd to feel. 
Secure in mail, and sheath'd in shining steeL 
RepulsM he yields ; the victor Greeks obtain 
The spoils contested, and bear off the slsun. 
Between the leaders of th* Athenian line, 
(Stichius the brave, Menestheus the divine,) 
Deplor'd Amphimachus, sad object ! lies; 
Imbrius remains the fierce Ajaces* prize. 
As two grim lions bear across the lawn, 
Snatch'a from devouring hounds, a slaughtei'd ikwii. 
In their fell jaws high-liiting through the wood, 
And sprinkling all the shrubs with drops of blood | 
So these the chief: great Ajax firom the dead 
Strips his bright aims, OQeus lops his head: 
Toss'd like a ball, and whiri'd m aur away. 
At Hector's feet fbe gory visage lay. 

The God of Ocean, ftr'd with stem disdun. 
And pierc'd with sorrow for his *grandsan •!■«", 

* Amohimacofc 
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Iinpiiefl the Grecian hearts, confinns theb handii 
A.Dd breathes destruction on the Trman bandiL 
Swift as a whirlwind nixing to the fleet, 
Ue finds the lance-fom'd Idomen of Crete; 
Hispenuve brow the generous care exnmt 
With whicfa a woundml soldier touchM hie bieailt 
Whom in the chance of war a tavoiin tor0» 
And his sad comrades from the battle bore; 
Him to the suneohs of the camp he sent; 
That office paid, he issued fiom his tent, 
Fierce ibrthe fi^t: to whom the God began. 
In Thoas* voice, Andrammi's valiant son. 
Who ruPd where Calydon^s white rocks arise, 
And Pleuron*s chalky cliffs emblase the skiea 

Whereas now th* imperious vaunt, the daring boasii 
Of Greece victorious and proud Ilion lost f 

To whom the king: On Greece no blame be thfowiw 
Arms are her trade, and war is all her own. 
Her hardy heroes firom the well-fought plains 
Nor fear withholds, nor shameful sloth detains. 
'Tie heaven alas ! and J(fve*s all powerful dooaOy 
That far, &r distant finom our native home 
Wills us to fidl, inglorious ! Oh my friend ! 
Once foremost in &e fight,still prone to lend 
Qur arms or counsels ; now perform thv best, 
And what thou canst not singly, urge the rest 

Thus he ; and thus the Gc^, whose force can make 
The solid globe*s etemal basis shake. 
Ah ! never may he see his native land. 
But feed the vultures on this hateful strand, 
Who seeks iflK>bly in his ships to stay. 
Nor dares to^mbat on this si^ial day ! 
For this, behold ! in horrid arms I ^me. 
And ur|e thy soul to rival acts with mine 
Togethir let us battle on the plain ; 
Two, not the worst ; nor e^en this succour vahic 
Not vain the weakest, if their force unite ; 
But ours, the bravest have confes8*d in n^^t. 
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This saidf he rushes where the combat biinu<; 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns. 
Fnxn tiieuce two javelins glittering in bis hand, 
And clad in arms that lighten*d all the strand, 
Fierce on the foe th* impetuous hero drove , 
Like li^tning bursting firom the arm of Jove, 
Which to pale man the wrath of heaven declarei, 
Or terrifies the offending world with wars ; 
in streamy sparkles, kindling all the skies, 
From pole to pole the trail of glory flies. 
Thus his brigot armour o*er the dazzled throng 
GleamM dreadful, as the monarch flashed akxig. 

Him, near his tent, Meriones attends ; 
Whom thus he questbns : Ever best of inenda I 

say, m every art of battle skillM, 

What holds thy courage firom so brave a field f ■ 
On some important message art tliou bound, 
Or bleeds my friend by some unhappy woui>d/ 
Inglorious here, my soul abhors to stay, 
And glows with prospects of th* approaching day. 

O prince ! (Meriones replies) wnose care 
Leads forth th* embattled sons of Crete to war; 
This speaks my grief; this headless lance I wield ; 
The rest lies rooted in a Trojan shield. 

To whom the Cretan : Enter, and receive 
The wanted weapons ; those my tent can give; 
Spears 1 have store, (and Troian lances alii 
That shed a lustre round the illuminVI waU. 
Though I, disdainful of the distant war, 
Nor trust the dart, or aim the uncertain spear, 
Yet hand to hand I fight, and spoil the slaip; 
And thence these trophies and these arms ^un. 
Enter, and see on heaps the helmets roll*d, 
And high-hung spears, and shields that flame with gold. 

Nor vain (said Merion) are our martial toils ; ^ 
We two can boast of no ignoble spoils. 
But those my ship contains ; whence distant fiu, 

1 figlit conspicuous in the van of war. 
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What need I more ? if any Greek there be 
Who knows ootMerion, 1 appeal to thee. 

Tu this, Idomeneus. The fields of fight 
Have provM thy valour, and unconquer^d might; 
And were some ambush for the foes desim'd, 
E'en there, thy courage would not lag behind, 
in that sliarp service singled from the rest, 
The feai of each, or valour stands confest 
No force, no firmness, the pale coward stiows ; 
He shifts his place ; his colour comes and goef; 
A dropping sweat creeps cold on every part, 
Against his bosom beats his quivering heart; 
Terror and death in his wild eve-balls stare ; 
With chattering teeth he stands, and stiffennig hahrt 
And looks a bkodless image of despair ! 
Not so the brave — still dauntless, stul the same, 
UnchangM his colour, and unmovM his ftame ; 
ComposM his thought, determinM is his eye, 
And fixM his soul, to conquer or to die: 
If au^t disturb the tenor of his breast, 
Tis but the wish to strike before the rest 

In such assays thy blameless worth is known, 
And every art of dangerous war thy own. 
By chance of fight whatever wounds you bore. 
Those wounds were glorious ail, and aU before ; 
Such as may teach, *twas still thy brave delight 
T' oppose thy bosom where tlie roremost fight 
But why, like inlants, cold to honour*s charms, 
Stand we to talk, when glory calls to arms f 
Go — from my conquerM spcwirs the choicest take» 
And to their ^ners send them nobly back. 

Swift at the word bold Merion snatchM a speai^ 
AndAreathing slaughter followM to the war. 
So Mars armipotent invades the plain 
(I'he wine destroyer of the race of man,) 
Terror, his best-lovM son, attends his course, 
Axm'd with stem boldness and enormous foieei 
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The pride of haughty warriors to confoand, 
And lay the strength of tTiants on the ground: 
From Thrace they fly, call'd to the dire alarms 
Of warring PUegyans, and Ephyrian arms ; 
kivok*d by both, relentless they dispose 
To these glad conquest, murderous rout to those. 
So march'd the leaders of the Cretan train, 
And their bright arms shot horror o*er the plain. 

Then first spake Merion * Shall we join the nght. 
Or combat in the centre of the fight ? 
Or to the left our wonted succour lend ? 
Ha^iard and fame all parts alike attend. 
Not in the centre (Idomen readied) 
(^r ablest chieftams the main battle giude ; 
Each godlike Ajax makes that post his care. 
And ^illant Teucer deals destruction there : 
SkillM, or with shafts to gall the distant field, 
Or bear close battle on the sounding shield. 
These can the rage of haughty Hector tame: 
Sale in their arms, the navy fears no flame* 
Till Jove himself descends his bolt to shed. 
And hurl the blazine ruin at our head. 
Great must he be, of more than human birth. 
Nor feed like mortals on the firuits of earth, 
Him neither rocks can crush, nor steel can wounds 
Whom Ajax fells not on th* ensanguin*d ground. 
In standing fight he mates AchlUe^ force, 
ExcellM afone in swiftness in the course. 
Then to the left oiur reader arms apply, 
And live with glory, or with glory die. 
He said ; and Merion to th* appointed plat^, 
Fierce as the God of battles, uig*d his pace. 
Soon as the foe the shinine chiefe beheld # 

Rush like a fiery torrent o*er the field. 
Their force embodied in a tide they pn6r ; 
The rising combat sounds along the shore. 
As warring wmds, in Sinus* sultiy reign. 
From diflbreut quarters sweep the sandy plains 
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On every tide tbe duity whirlwinds rue, 

And tbe dry fieldg are lifted to the skies; 

Thus, by despair, hope, rap, together driven, 

Met the black hosts, and, meeting, darken*d heaTen. 

Ail dreadful glar'd the iron face of war, 

Brisded with upright spears, that flashed afitf ; 

Dire was the gleam of breast-nlates, helms, and dilddi, 

And polishM arms emblazM tne flammg fields: 

Tiemenck>us seene ! that general horror gave, 

But touch*d with joy the bosoms of the brave. 

Saturn's great sons in fierce eiMitentifm vied. 
And crowds of heroes in their anrer died. 
Tbe Sire of earth and heaven, by Thetis won 
To crown with glory Peleus' godlike son, 
WUl'd not destruction to the Grecian powers. 
But sparM awhile the destinM Trojan towers: 
While Neptune, rising firom his azure main, 
Warr*d on tbe king of heaven with stem disdain^ 
And breath*d revenge, and fir'd the Grecian train. 
Gods of one source, and one ethereal ^raee, 
Alike divine, and heaven their native place; 
But Jove the greater ; first-bom of tbe skies, 
And more than men, or Gods, supremelv wise. 
For this, of Jove's superior might afiraid, 
Neptune in human form conceu'd his aid. jf^ 

These piirers infold the Greek and Trojan train i* 

In War and Discord's adamantine chain, 
IndissoluWy strone ; the fotal tie 
Is stretchld on bou, and close compelled they die. 

Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats gray. 
The bold Idomeneus controls tbe day. 
Fkst bv his hand Othryoneus was slain, 
£H|l*a witfi fiilse hopes, with mad ambition vahi I 
Cnrd by the voice or war tc martial fiune. 
From high CalMsus' distant walls he came ; 
Cassancua's love he sought, with boasts r.f power. 
And promia'd conquest wa^ the proflfer'd dower t 
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The king consented, by his vaunts abusM ; 
The iLin^ consented, but the Fates refus'd. * 
Proud ot himself, and of th* imagmM bride, 
The fidd he measured with a larger stride. 
Him as he stalkM, the Cretan javelin found ; 
Vain vns his breast-plate to repel the wound : 
His dream of giory lost, he plung'd to hell: 
His arms resounded as tne boaster fetL 

The great Idomeneus bestrides the dead ; 
And thus (he cries) behold thy promise sped ! 
Such is the help thy arms to Uion bring, 
And such the contract of the Phrygian king! 
Our offers now, illustrious prince ! receive ; 
For such an aid what will not Aieos give ? 
To conquer Trov, with ours thy rorces join, 
And count Atrides^ fairest daughter thine. 
Meantime, on farther methods to advise. 
Come, follow to the fleet thy new allies ; ^ 

There hear what Greece has on her part to say. 
He spoke, and draggM the gory corse away. 

This Asius viewed, unable to contain, 
Before his chariot warring on the plains 

iHis crowded coursers, to his squire consgn*d, 
ropatient panted on his neck behind) 
1 o vengeance rising with a sudden spring, 
f^le hop*d Die conquest of the Cretan king. 
The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near, 
Full on his thioat dischai^M the forceful spear: 
Beneath the chin the point was seen to gUae» 
And glkter*d, extant at tlie fiuthernde. 
As when the mountahi-oak, or poplar tall. 
Or pine, fit mast for some great admiral, 
GroanM to the oft heavM axe, with many a woundA 
Then spreads a length of ruin o*er the ground : ^^ 
So 9unk prouil Asius in that dreadiiil (uy, 
And stretched before his much-lov'd coursers lay. 
Hesru^ds the 'lust distain'd with streaming gcii^ 
And, fierce m death, lies foaming on the shoce* 
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Depriv'd of motion, stiff with stupid lev, . 
Stands all aghast his tremUing charioteer, 
Nor ibuns the foe, nor turns toe steeds awayt 
But (alls transfixM, an unttsisting prey : 
Piexc'd by Antilocbus, he pants beneath 
The stately car, and labours out his breath. 
Thus Asius* steeds (their mi^ty master gone) 
Remain the prize or Nestcur^s youthful son. 

Stubbed at the sight, DeTphobus drew nighf 
And madef with force, the vengefiil weapon Oy» 
Tlw Cretan saw ; and, stooping, cau8*d to (^anM 
From his slope shield, tlie disappointed lance. 
Beneath the spacious taige, (a biazin(|^ round, 
Thick with bull-hides and bracen oifoits bound. 
On bis rais*d arm by two strong braces staj'd) 
He hiy collected in defensive shade ; 
O'er bis safe head the javeUn idly sung. 
And on the tinkling veige more faintly rung. 
E*en then the spear the vigorous arm confest, 
And piercM, obliquely, king Hypsenor^s breast: 
Warm*d in his liver, to the nound it bore 
The chief, his people^s guaraian now no mcie 

Not unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 
Nor unreveng'd, lamented Asius hes: 
For thee though heU^s black portals stand displayed. 
This mate shul joy thy meieuicboly shade. 

Ueart-piercins ancuisn, at the haughty boast, 
Touched every ureek, but Nestor^s son the most 
GrievM as he was, his pious arms attend. 
And his bioad buckler shields his slaughter'd Milid; 
Till sad Mecistheus and Alastor bore 
His honotu'd body to the tented sliore. 

Nor vet fi-oin fight Idomeneus withdraws ; 
Resolv'd to perish in his country's cause. 
Or find some foe, whom heaven and he diall doom 
To wail his fate in death's eternal gloom. 
He sees Alcathous in the front aspire : . 
Great Asyetes was Hie hero's aire ; 

fOL. IL B 
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His fpouse, Hippodame, divinely feir, 

Ancbises* eldest hope, and darling care ; 

Who charmM her parent's and her husband's heart,. 

With beauty, sense, and every work of art: 

He, once of ilion's youth, the loveliest boy, 

The direst e^e, of all the fair of Troy. 

By Neptune now the hapless hero dies. 

Who covers with a cloud those beauteous eyesi 

Ami fetters every limb : yet bent to meet 

His fate he stands ; nor shuns the lance of Crete. 

Fixt as some column, or deep-rooted oak, 

(While the winds sleep) his breast received the stroke ; 

Before the ponderous stroke his corslet yields. 

Long usM to ward tlie death in fighting fields. 

The riven annour sends a jariing sound: 

His labouring heart heaves with so strong a bound, 

The long lance shakes, and vibrates in the wound : 

Fast flowii^ from its source, as prone he lay. 

Life's purnk tide impetuous gusn*d away. 

Then Idomen, insulting o'er tlie slain ; 
Behold, Deiphobus ! nor vaunt in vain : 
See ! on one Greek three Troian ghosts attend, 
This, my third victim, to the shades I send. 
Api)roaching now, thy boasted might approve. 
And try the prowess of the seed of Jove. 
jFrom Jove, enamoured of a mortal daine, 
meat Minos, guardian of his country, came : 
Deucalion, blameless prince ! was Minos* heir ; 
His first-bnni T, the third firona Jupiter: 
O'er spacious Crete and her bold sons I reign. 
And thence my ships transport me through the mala 
Lord of a host, o'er all my host T shine, 
A 8Counm«to thee, thy father, and th> line. 

The Trojan heard ; uncertain, or to meet 
Aluno. with venturous arms, the king of Crete ; 
Or seek auxiliar force ; at length decreed 
To call some beio tu partake the deed, 
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Forthwith JEnaas niet to hit thoacbt : 
For him, in Troy's remotest lines be soogbt ; 
Where he, incensM at partial Priam, standSp 
And sees superior posts in meaner hands. 
To him, ambitious of so great an aid, 
The bold Deiphobus, approach'd and said: 

Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious armSv 
If e*er thy bosom felt &ir honour's cbanns. 
Akatbous dies, thy brother and thy friend ! 
Come, and the warrior's lov'd remains defend 
Beneath his cares, thy early youth was train'dt 
One table fed you, and one roof contain'd. 
This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe ; 
Haste and revenge it on th' insulting foe. 

£neas heard, and for a space resign'd 
To tender pity aU his manly mind ; 
Then, rising in his rage, he bums to fight ; 
The Greek awaits him, with collected might 
As the fell boar on some rough mountain's head* 
Arm'd with wild terrors, and to slaughter bred. 
When the loud rustics rise, and shout firom fer. 
Attends the tumult, and expects the war ; 
O'er his bent back the bristly horrors rise, 
Fires stream in lightning firom his sanguine eye% 
His foaming tusks both a(^ and men engage, 
But most his hunters rouse his mighty ra^: 
So stood Idomeneus, his javelin shook. 
And met tlie Trojan with a lowering look. 
Antilochus, Dejpyrus, were near. 
The youthfol offspring of the God of War, 
Merion, and Aphareus, in field renown'd : 
To these the warrior sent his voice around. 
Fellows in arms ! your timely aid unite ; 
Lo, great ^neas rushes to the fight : 
Sprung fit>m a God, and more than mortal bold ; 
He fc^ in youth, and I in arms grown old. 
Else should this hand this hour decide the strife^ 
The great dispute, of gloiy, or of life. 
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He 8pok6, and all as with one soul obe7'4 ; 
Their bfted bucklers cast a dreadful shado 
Around the chief, ^neas too demands 
Th* assisting forces of his native bands : 
Paris, DeTphobus, Agenor join ; 
(Co-aids, and captains of the Trojan line) 
In order follow all th* embodied train ; 
Like Ida's flocks proceeding o'er the plain ; 
> Before his fleecy care, erect and bold. 
Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold : 
With joy tne swain surveys them, as he leads 
To the cool fountains, throu^ the weD-known meadit 
So joys JElneas, as his native band 
Moves on in rank, and stretches o^er the land. 

Round dead Alcathoiis now the battle rose ; 
On every side the steely circle grows ; 
Now batter'd breast-plates and hackM helmets riogi 
And o*er their heads unheeded javelins sing. 
Above the rest two towering chiefs appear, 
There great Idomeneus, Mneas here. 
Like Gods of war, dispensing fate, they stood, 
And bum*d to drench the ground with mutual blood* 
The Trojan weapon whizz'd along in air, 
The Cretan saw, bxA shunnM the brazen spear; 
Sent firom an arm so strong, the missive wood 
Stuck deep in earth, and quivered where it stood. 
But (Enomas received the Cretan's stroke, 
The forceful spear his hcAlow corselet broke, 
It ripp'd his belly with a ghastly wound, 
And roU*d the smoking entrails to the ^und. 
Stretch'd on the plain, he sobs away his breath, 
And furious grasps the bloody dust m death. 
The victor firom his breast the weapon tears ; 
(His spoils he could not, for the shower of spean^) 
Thou^pi now unfit an active war to wage, 
Heavy witli cumb'rous arms, stiff with cold b^ 
His listless limbs unable for the course ; 
fn standiiu; fight he yet rountatns his force t 
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Tni, faint with labour, and with Ibes rspelPd, 
His tirM slow steps he drags from off the field* 

Dejphobus beheld him as he past. 
And nr*d with hate, a parting javelin cast ; 
The javelin err'd, but held its course along, 
And piere'd Ascalaphus, the brave and young: 
The son of Mars fell gasping on the ground, 
And gnash'd the dust all blmxiy with his wound i 

Nor knew the furious father of his &11 ; 
High-thron'd amidst the great Olympian hall. 
On golden clouds th* immortal synod sate ; 
DetainM from bloody war by Jove and Fate. 

Now, wliere in dust the breathless hero lay. 
For slain Ascalaphus commencM the fray. 
DeTphobas, to seize his helmet, flies, 
Ana from his temples rends the glittering prize ; 
Valiant as Mars, Meriones drew near. 
And on his loaded arm discharged his spear: 
He drops the weight, disabled with the pun ; 
The hollow helmet rinp against the plam. 
Swift as a vulture leaping on his prey. 
From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 
The reeking javelin, and rejoinM his firiends. 
His wounded brother good Polites tends ; 
Around his waist his pious arms he threw, 
And from the rage of c(Hnbat gently drew : 
Him his swift coursers, on his splendid car 
Rapt'ftom the lessening thunder of the war; 
To Troy they drove him, groaning from the sboiey 
And sprinkline, as he pas8*d, the sands with ^ore. 

Meanwhile ftesh slaughter bathes the sanguine groondi 
Heaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth resound. • 
Bola Aphareus by ereat ^neas bled ; 
As toward the chief he tum'd hif daring head. 
He piercM his throat ; the bending head, depiest 
Beneath his helmet, nods upon his breast ; 
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Hi0 shield reversed o*er the fall*n warrior lies ; 

And everlasting slumber seals his eyes. 

Autilochus, as Thoon turnM him round, 

Transpierced his back with a dishonest wound: 

The lioUow vein that to the neck extends 

Along the chine his eager javelin rends: 

Supine he ^Is, and to his social train 

Spreads his imploring arms, but spreads in vain. 

Th' exulting victor, leaping where he lay, 

From his broad shoulders tore the spoils away ; 

His time observM ; for, closM bf foes around, 

On all sides thick, the peals of Bnns resound. 

His shield embossM, the ringing storm sustainSy 

But he impervious and untouchM remains. 

(Great Neptune*s care preserved from hostile rage 

This youth, the joy of Nestor*s glorious age) 

In arms intrepid, with the first he fought, 

Fac*d every foe, and every danger sought ; 

His winged lance resistless as the wina. 

Obeys each motion of the master^s mind, 

Restless it flies, impatient to be free, 

And meditsftes the distant enemy. 

The son of Asius, Adamas, drew near, 

And struck his target with the brazen spear, 

Fierce in his front, but Neptune wards the blow. 

And blunts the javelin of th' eluded foe. 

In the broad buckler hsd£ the weapon stood ; 

Splinter'd on earth flew half the broken wood. 

Disarmed he mingled in the Trojan crew ; 

But Merion*s spear overtook him as he fiew, 

0ieep in the belly's rim an entrance found, ) 

Where ^arp the pans, and mortal is the wound. > 

Bending he fell, and doubled to the ground, ) . 

Lav panting. Thus an ox, in fetters tied. 

While death's strong pangs distend his labouring side^ 

His bulk enormous on tlie fi^ld displays ; 

Uis heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life decaysi 
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The q^ear, the conqueror fiom his body drew, 

And death's dim shadows swam before his view. 

Next brave Deipyrus in dust was laid : 

Kinp Helenus wav*d high the Thracian blade, 

And smote his temples, with an arm so strong, 

The helm fell off, and roll'd amid the throng: 

There, for some luckier Greek it rests a prize ; 

For dark in death the godlike owner lies ! 

Raging with grief, great Menelaiis burns, 

And fraught with vengeance, to the victor turns ; 

That shook the ponderous lance, in act to throw ; 

And this stood adverse with the bended bow : 

Full on his breast the Trojan arrow fell. 

But harmless bounded from the plated steel. 

As on some ample b)Bum*s well hardened floor, 

(The winds collected at each open door) 

While the broad fan with force is whirlM around, 

Light leaps the golden grain, reciting from the ground; 

So from ttie steel that ^ards Atrides* heart, 

Repeird, to distance flies the hounding dart 

Atrides, watchful of th* unwarv foe, 

PiercM with, his lance the hana that grasped the bow, 

And naiPd it to the yew : the wpunded hand 

Trail'd the long lance that markM with blood the sand : 

But good Agener gently firom Ae wound 

The ^ar solicits, and the bandage bound ; 

A sling's soft wool, snatch'd from a soldier's side. 

At once the tent and ligature supplied. * 

Behold ! Pisander, urgM by fate's decree, 
^riiigs through the ranks to fall, and fall by thee. 
Great Menelaiis I To enhance thy fiame ; 
High-toweriug in the front the warrior came. 
First, the sharp lance was by Atrides thrown ; 
The lance fiur-distant by the winds was blown. 
Nor pierc*d Pisander through Atrides' sliield ; 
Pisander's spear fell Rivera on the field. 
Not so discourag'd, tu the future blind. 
Vain dreams of conquest swell his haughty mind; 
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Dauntless he rushes, where the Spartan lord 
Like lightning brandished. his far-beaming sword. 
Hig left arm high opposM the shining shield: 
His right, beneath, the corer'd pole-axe held 
An olive*B cloudy grain the handle made, 
Distinct with studs; and brazen was the blade ;) 
This on the helm dischargM a noble blow ; 
The plume dropp'd nodding to the plain below. 
Shorn from the crest. Atrides, wavM his steel t 
Deep through his front the weighty falchion fell; 
The crashing bones before its focce gave way ; 
In dust and blood the groaning hero lay ; 
Forc'd from their ghasSy oibs, and spouting gore, 
The clotted eye-balls tumble on the shore. 
The fierce* ktrides spumM him as he bled, 
Tore off his arms, and, loud«exulting, said: 

Thus, Troians, thus at length be taught to fear j 
race perfidious, who delight in war ! 
Already noble deeds, ye have perform*d, 
A princess rap^d transcends a navy atorm*d ; 
In such bold feats your impious might au>prove, 
Without th9 assistance, or the fear, of Jove. 
The violated rites, the ravishM dame, 
Our heroes slaughtered, and our ships on flame, 
Crimes heapM on crimes, shall bend your glory dowi^ 
And whelm in ruins your flagitious town.. 
O thou, great Father ! Lord of earth and sides, 
Above the thought of man ! supremely wise! 
If firom thy hand the fetes of mortals flow, 
From whence this favour to an impious foe, 
A godless erew, abandoned and unjust. 
Still breathing rapine, violence, and lust ? 
The best of things, beyond their roeasare cloyi 
Sleep's balmy blessing, love's endearing ioy ; 
The feast, tbd dance ; whatever mankina deshv, , 
B'en the swed charms of sacred numbers tireii 
Bat Troy for ever reaps a dire deliaht 
In tiiirst of slaughteri and in lust o? fight 
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This said, he lete'd (while yet the carcass heav*d) 
The bloody armour, wliich his train receiv'd: 
Then suddfen mixM among his warring crew, 
And the bold son of Pylaemenes slew, 
Harpalion had tiuoush Asia trayelPd far, 
Following his martial father to the war: 
Through filial love he left his native ^ore, 
Never, ah never, to behold it more ! 
His unsucccssfiil spear he chancM to fling • 
Against the target of the Spartan king; 
Thus of his lance disarmM, fiom death he flie% 
And tumM around his apprehensiveeyes. 
Him, through the hip transpiercing as he fled. 
The shaft of Merion mingled with the dead. 
Beneath the bone the glancing point descends, 
And drivhig down the swelling bladder rends: 
Sunk in his sad companiohs arms he lay, 
And in short pantings sobb'd his soul away ; 
(Like some vue worm extended on the ground) 
While lifers red torrent gushed from out the wound. 

Him on his car the Paphlagonian train 
In slow procession bore from off the plahi. 
The pensive &ther, father now no more ! 
Attends the mournful pomp along the shore ; 
And unavailing tears profusely shed ; 
And unreveng'd deplor'd his offspring dead. 

Paris from mr the moving sight beheld. 
With pity sofien'd, and wiUi fury swellM ; 
His honourM host, a youth of matchless g^e, 
And lov*d of all the Paphlagonian race ! 
With his full strength ne bent his angry bow. 
And wingM the featherM vengeance at the foe, 
A chief uiere was, the brave Euchenor nam*d, 
For riches much, and more for virtue famM, 
Who held his seat in Corinth's stately town : 
Polydus* son, a seer of dd renown, 
Oft had the father told his eaily doom, 
By anns abroad or slow disease at home : 
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He climb*ci his vessel, prodigal of breath, 
And chose the ceitain, glorious path to death, 
Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went ; 
The soul came issuing at the narrow vent: 
His limbs, unnei-v'd, drop useless on the ground 
And everlasdng darkness shades him round. 

Nor knew great Hector how his legions yield 
(Wrapt in the cloud and tumult of the field ;) 
Wide on the left the force of Greece conunands, 
And conquest hovers o'er tli* Achaian bands: 
With sucn a tide superior virtue swayM, 
And he* that shakes the solid earth, gave ud. 
But in the centre. Hector fix'd, remain*d, ^ 

Where first the gates were ibrcM, and bulwariis gaai*d. 
There, on the margin of the hoaiy deep, 
(Their naval station where th* Ajaces keep, 
And where low walls confine the beating tides. 
Whose humble barrier scarce the foes divides ; 
Where late in fight, both foot and horse engagM, 
And all the thunder of tlie battle rag^d) 
There joinM, the whole Bceotian strength remains, 
The proud lonians with their swecpuig trams, 
Locnans and Phthians, and th' Epean force ; 
But, joinM, repel not Hector's fiery course. 
The flower of^ Athens, Stichius, Phidasled, 
Bias, and great Men^stheus at their head. ^ 
Meees the strong, th' Epean bands controli'd, 
And Dracius prudent, and Amphion bold ; 
The Phthians, Medon, fiun'd tor martial might 
And brave Podarces, active in the fi|ht 
This drew from Pylachus his noble bne ; 
Iphidus* son: and that (OHeus) thine: 
r Young Ajax' brother, by a stol'n embrace ; 
He dwelt far distant from his native place, 
By his fierce stepdame, firom his lather's reign 
ExpelPd and exil'd for her brother slain.) 
These n^le the Phthians, and their arms employ, 
Mixt with Bceotians on the shores of Troy. 
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Now side bj side, with like unwearied care, 
Each Ajax labourM through the field of war: 
So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil, 
Force the bright ploughshare through the fallow floil. 
Joined to one yoke, the stubborn earth they tear, 
And trace large furrows with the shining share , 
O'er their huge limbs the foam descends in snow, 
And streams of sweat down their sour foreheads flow. * 
A train of heroes foUow'd through the field, 
Who bore by turns great Ajax* seven-fold shield ; 
Whene'er he breathed, remissive of his mifht, 
TirM with th' incessant slaughters of the fight 
No following troops his brave associate grace r 
In close engagement an unpractisM race, 
The Locrian squadrons nor tiie javelin wield, 
Nor bear the helm, nor Fift the moony shield ; 
But skiird from iar the flying shaft to wing. 
Or whirl the sounding pebble from the sling. 
Dexterous with these tliey aim a certain wound, 
Or fell tlie distant warrior to the ground. 
Thus in the van, the Telamonian train 
Throng'd in bright arms, a pressing fight maintain ; 
Far in the rear the Locrian archers lie. 
Whose stones and arrows intercept the sky. 
The mingled tempest on the foes they pour ; 
Troy's scattering orders open to the shower. 

Now had the Greeks eternal fatne acquired, 
And the gall'd llians to their walls retired ; 
But sage Polydarnas discreetly brave, 
Address'd great Hector, and this counsel gave ; 

Though great in all thou seem'st averse to lend 
Iroparti^ audience to a faithful friend ; 
To Gods and men thy matchless worth is known. 
And every art of glorious war thy own ; 
But in cool thought and counsel to excel. 
How widely differs this from warring well ? 
Content with what the bounteous Gtods have given, 
Seek not alone t' engross the gifts of heaven. 
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• 

To flome the powers of bloody war belong, 

To scHiie sweet music, and the charm of song ; 

To few, and wondrous few, has Jove assigned 

A wise, extensive, all-considering mind ; 

Their guardians these, the naUons round conleflSi 

And towns and empires for their -safety bless. 

If heaven liave lodged this virtue in my breast, 

Attend, O Hector, what 1 judge the best 

See, as thou mov^st, on dangers, dangers spread, 

And war's whole fury bums around Uiy head. 

Behold ! distressM withm yon hostile wall, 

How many Trojans y^eld, disperse or fiill ! 

What troops, out-nuinber*d, scarce the war maintain ! 

And what brave heroes at the ships lie slain ! 

Here cease thy fury ; and the chiefs and kings 

Convoked to council, weigh the sum of tilings. 

Wliether ^the Gods succeeding our desires) 

To yon tall ships to l)ear the Trojan fires ; 

Or quit the fleet, and pass unhurt away. 

Contented with the conquest of the day. 

I fear, I fear, lest Greece not yet undone, 

Pay the large debt of last revolving sun ; 

Achilles, great Achilles, yet remains 

Onvonder decks, and yet, overlooks the plidns ! 

The counsel pleased ; and Hector wiui a bound, 
LeauM from his chariot on the trembling ground ; . 
Swih as he leap*d his clanging arms resound. 
To £uard this post (be cried) thy art employ, 
And here detain the scattered youth of Troy; 
Where yonder hercee faint, I bend my way, 
And hasten back to end the doubtful day. 

This said : the towering chief prepares to eo, 
Shakes bis white plumes that to the oreezes ffow, 
And seems a movmg mountain topt with snow. 
Throu^ all his host, insitiring force, he flies, 
And bids anew the martial thunder rise. 
To Panthus' ton, at Hector's high command. 
Haste the bold leaders of the Trojan band t 
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But round th« batdnaents, and round the plain 
For many a chief he look'd, but look'd in vain , 
DeTphobus, nor Helenus the seer, 
Nor AsiiM* son, nor Anus self appear. 
For the» were peircM with many a ghastly wound* 
Some cold in death, some groaning on the ground ; 
Some low in dust (a mournful object) lay ; 
Hid) on the wall some breatliM their souls away. 

Far on the left, amid the throng he Ibund 
((Jheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) 
The graceful Paris ; whom, with fuir moy*d, 
Oppxobrious, thus th' impatient chief reprovM : 

ni-foted Paris ! slave to woman-kind, 
As smooth of &ce as fraudulent of mind ! 
Where is DeVphobus, where Asius gone ? 
The endlike father, and th* intrepid son f 
The rorce of Helenus dispensing, fate ; 
And great Othiyoneus, so fear*d of late f 
Black £eite hangs o^er thee fromHh' avenging God 
Imperial Troy from her foundation nods ; 
WhelmM in uiy country^s ruins shalt thou fiill, 
And one devouring vengeance swallow aU. 

When Paris thus : my brother and my friend, 
Thy warm impatience makes thv tongue offend. 
In other battles I deserved thy blame, 
Though then not deedless, nor unknown to &mei 
But since von rampart by thy arms lay low, 
I scattered slaughter from my fatal bow. 
The chiefii you seek on yonder shore lie slain ; 
Of all those heroes two alone remain ; 
Deiphobus, and Helenus the seer : 
Each now disabled by a hostile spear. 
Go then, successful, where thy soul inspires : 
This hoart and hand shall second all tny fires: 
What with this arm I can, prepare to know. 
Till death for death be paid, and blow for blow. 
But, ^tis not ours, with Knees not our own. 
To combat ; strength is of the Gods-alone. 



.1 
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These words the beio*s angry mind assuage : 
. Then fierce they mingle where the thickest rage. 
Around Polydainas, distainM with blnod, 
Cebrion, Phalces, stem Orthaeus stood. , 

Palmus, with Polypaetes the divine, 
And two bold brothers of Hippotion*s line, 
(Who reachM fair llion, ficom Ascania &ur, 
The former day : the next engagM in war.) 
As when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind springs. 
That bears Jove*s thunder on its dreadful wings, 
Wide o^er the blasted fields the tempest sweeps ; 
Then, gather d, settles on the hoary deeps ; 
Th* aifficted deeps tumultuous mix and roar; 
The waves behind impel the waves before, 
Wide-roUihg, foaming high, «nd tumbling to the shore 
Thus rank on rank the thick battalions &rong, 
Chief uigM on chief, and man drove man along. 
Far o^er the plains in dreadful order bright, 
The brazen arms reflect a beamy light: 
Full in the blazing van great Hector shinM, 
Like Mars commissioned to confound mankind. 
Before him flaming, his enormous shield, 
Like the broad sun, illumined all the field : 
His nodding helm emits a streamy ray ; 
His piercing eyes through all the battle stray, 
And, while beneath his targe he flash'd ledong. 
Shot terrors round, that witherM e'en the strons, 

Thus stalkM he, dreadful ; jdeath was in his Took ; 
Whole nations fear'd : but not an Argive shook. 
The towering Ajax, with an ample stride, 
Advanc'd the first, and thus the chief defy*d : 

Hector ! come on, thy empty threats forbear ; 
*Ti8 not thy arm, 'tis thundering Jove we fear: 
The skill of war to us not idly given, 
Lo! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but heaven. 
Vain are the hopes that haughty mind imparts, 
To focco our fleet • the Greeks liave hands, and hearig. 
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Long 0ie m dames our lofty navy faU, 

Your boasted city, and your god-built wall 

Shall sink beneath us, sinokineon the ground, 

And spread a long, unmeasur'd ruin round ; 

The tinie shall come, when chas*d along the |dain, 

E*en thou shalt call on Jove, and call in vain ; 

E'en thou shalt wish to aid thy desperate coursei 

The wings of &]cons for thy flying horse ; 

Shalt run, foigetful of a warrior's nune, 

While clouds of friendly dust conceal thy shanMu 

As thus he spoke, betold, in open view, 
On sounding wings a dexter eagle flew. 
To Jove*s ^ad omen all the Grecians rise, 
And hail, with shouts, his progress through the skies : 
Fax-echoing clamours bound from side to side ; 
They ceasM ; and thus the chief of Troy replied: 

From whence this menace, this insulting strain? 
Gnormous boaster ; doomM to vaunt in vain. 
So may the Gods on Mector life bestow, 
(Not that short life which mortals lead below. 
But such as those of Jove*s high lineage bom. 
The blue-eyM Maid, or he that gilds the mom,) 
As this decisive day shall end the fiune 
Of Greece, and Aigos be no more a name. 
And thou, imperious ! if thy madness wait 
The lance of Hector, thou shalt meet thy fate: 
That eiant corpse, extended on the shore. 
Shall uurgely feed tbe fowls with fat and gore. 

He .said, and like a lion stalkM along : 
With shouts incessant earth and ocean mng, 
Sent from his foUowins host : the Grecian train 
With answering thunders fill*d the echoing plain; 
A shout that tore heaven's concave, and above. 
Shook the fixM splendours of the throne of Jove. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

• Jtmo dwvotM Jupiter by tha OirdU of FinMu. 

fTettor, sluing at the table with Machaon, is alarmed with fh« 
increasing clamour of the war, and hastens to Agamemnon: 
on his wa^r, he meets that priac6 with Diomed and Ulyssei, 
whom he informs of the extremity of the danger. - Aeamem* 
non proposes to make their escape by night, which Ulyseet 
withstands : to which Diomed adds his advice, that, wounded 
aj they were, they should go forth and encourage the army 
with their presence ; which advice is pursued. Juno seeing 
the partiality of Jupiter to tiie Trojans, forms a Resign to oyer 
reach him ; she sets off her charms with the utmost care, and 
(the more sureW to enchant him) obtains the mafic girdle of 
Venus. She then applies herself to the Oodof Sl^ep, aod« 
with some difficulty, persuades him to seal the eyes or Jupi- 
ter ; this done, she goes to mount Ida, where the God, at first 
si|phtf is rarished with her beauty, sinks in her embraces, and it 
laid asleep. Neptune takes aJoTantage of his slumber, and 
succours the Greeks : Hector u struck to the rroond with • 
prodigious stone by Ajaz, and carried off from the battle : §•- 
venJ actions succeed, till the Trojans, much distressed, art. 
obli^d to give way ; the lesser Ajaz signalises lumself in • 
particular manner. 



• 

But nor the genial feast, nor flowing bowl, 
Could charm the cares of Nestor^s watchful aoid, 
His startled ears th* increasing cries attend': 
Then thus, impatient to his wounded friend. 

What new alarm, divine Machaon, say, 
What mixt events attend this mighty day? 
Hark ! how the shouts divide, and how they meet* 
And now come ftjil, and thicken to the fleet ! 
Here, with the cordial draught, dispel tny care. 
Let Hecamede the itreagtheiiing bath prepare, 
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Reiiresh thy wound, and cleanse the clotted gore; 
While I the adventures of the day explore. 

He said : and seizing Thrasyinedes* shield^ 
(His valiant offspring) hastenM to the field ; 
(That day, the son his father^s buckler bore) 
Then snatched a lance, and issued from the door. 
Socn as the prospect open*d to his view, 
His wounded eyes the scene of sorrow knew, 
Dire disarray ! the tumult of the fi|ht, 
The wall in ruins, and tlie Greeks in flight 
As when old Ocean*s silent surfiicfe sleens, 
The waves iust heaving on the purple aeeps; 
While yet tn* expected tempest hangs on high, 
We^hs down the cloud, and blackens in the sky^ 
The mass of waters will no wind obey ; 
Jove sends one gust, and bids them roll away. 
While wavering counsels thus his mind eng^, 
Fluctuates in doubtful thought the Pylian sage, 
To join the host, or to the genei-al haste ; 
Debating long, he fixes on Uie last : 
Yet, as he moves, the fight his bosom warms ; 
The field rings dreadfiil with the clang of arms ; 
The gleaming falchions flash, the javelins ^ ; 
Blows echo uows, and all or kill, or die. 

Him, in his march, the wounded nrincei meet. 
By tardy steps ascending from the fleet: 
The king of men, Ulysses the divine, 
And who to Tydeus owes his noble Une. 
(Their ships at distance fi-om the battle stand, 
in lines advancM along the shelving strand : 
Whose bay, the fleet unable to c<»itain 
At length ; beside the margin of the main. 
Rank above rank, the crowded ships they moor: 
Who landed first, lay highest on the shore.) 
Sujiiported on their spears, they took their way, 
IJnnt to fight, but anxious for the day. 
Nestor*! approach alarmM each Grecian breaflt 
Whom thui the general of the boat addrait 

TOL. n. C 
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O grace and glory of th* Achaian name ! 
What drives thee JVestor, firom the field of fame ? 
Shall then proud Hector see his boast fulfilled, 
Our fleets in ashes, and our heroes killM ? 
Such was his threat, ah now too soon made good, 
On many a Grecian bosom writ in blood. 
Is every heart inflamM with equal rage 
Against your king, nor will one chief engage ? 
And have I livM to see, with mournful eyee, 
In every Greek a new Achilles rise ? 

Gerenian Nestor then : So Fate has willM ; 
And all-confirming time has Fate fulfill^. 
Not he that thunders ficom th* aerial bower, 
Not Jovetiimself, upon the past has power. 
The wall, our late inviolable bound, 
And best defence, lies smoking on the ground : 
£*en to the ships their conquering arms extend. 
And groans'of^iJaughterM Greeks to heaven ascend. 
On s])Aedy measures then employ your Uiought, 
In such distress. . If counsel profit aught; 
Aims cannot much: though Mars our souls incite; 
These ^ping wounds withhold us firom the fight 

To hmi the monarch : That our army bends, 
That Troy triumphant our high fleet ascends. 
And that the i-ampart late our surest trust. 
And best defence, lies smoking in the dust ; 
All this from Jove*s afflicting hand we bear. 
Who, far finom Argos, wills our ruin here. 
Past are the days when happier Greece was Uest . 
.And all his favour, all his aid confest ; 
Now heaven averse, our hands from battle ties, 
And liftt the Trojan glory to the skies. 
Cease we at length to waste our blood in vain. 
And launch what ships lie neatest to the main ; 
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Better from evils, well foreseen to run. 
Than perish in the dan&er we roa shun. 

Thus he. The sage Ulysses thus replies, 
While anger fashM t'rom bis disdainful eyes ; 
What shameful words (unkingly as thou art) 
Fall from that trembling tongue, and timorous heait? 
Oh were thy sway the curse of meaner powersy 
And thou the shame of anj host but ours ! 
A host, by Jove endued with martial might, 
And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight: 
Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage, 
Employ*d our youth, and yet employs our age. 
And wilt thou thus desert tne Trojan plain ? 
And have whole streams of blood been ^ilt in viinf 
In such base sentence if thou couch thy tear, 
Speak it in whispers lest a Greek should hear. 
Lives there a man so dead to fiune, who dares 
To think such meanness, or the thought declares? 
And comes it e*en from him whose sovereign sway 
The banded legions of all Greece obey ^ 
Is this a general^s voice, that calls to flight. 
While war hanes doubtful, while his soldiers fight? 
What more could Trov? What yet their &te denies, 
Thou giv*st the foe : all Greece becomes their prize. 
No more the troops (our hoisted sails in view, 
Thea>selve8 abandoned) shall the fight pursue ; 
But thy ships flying, with despair snalt see \ 
And owe destruction to a prince like thee. 

Thy just reproofs (Atriues calm replies) 
Like arrows pierce me, for thy words are wise. 
Unwilling as I am to lose the host, 
I force not Greece to leave this hatefld coaaL 
Glad 1 submit, whoe'er, or young or old. 
Aught, more conducive to our weal, unfold. 

Tydides cut him short, and thus beg^n : 
Such counsel if you seek, behold the man 
V/ho boldly gives it ; and what he shall say. 
Young though he be, disdain not to o^)ey : 
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A youth, who from the mighty Tydeus springs, 
May speak to councils and assembled kings. 
Hear then in me, the great (Enides* son. 
Whose honoured dust (his race of glory nm; 
Lies whehnM in ruins of the Theban wall ; 
Brave in his life, and glorious in his faXL ; 
With three bold sons was generous Prothous blest, 
Who Pleuron's walls and Calvdon possest ; 
Melas and Agrius, but (who mr surpast 
The rest in courage) (Eneus was the last. 
From him, my sire. From Calydon expell'd. 
He passM to Argos and in exile dweiVd ; ^ 
The monarch's daughter there (so Jove ordain'd) 
He won, and flourishM were Adrastus reigned f 
There, rich in fortune's gifts, his acres tilVd, 
Beiield his vines their liquid harvest yield, 
And numerous flocks that whiten*d all the field. 
Such Tydeus was, the foremost once in fame ! 
Nor lives in Greece a stranger to his name. 
Then, what for common good my thoughts inspire, 
Attend, suid in the son, respect the sire. 
Though sore of battle, though with wounds opprcst. 
Let each go forth and animate the rest. 
Advance the glory which h^ cannot share. 
Though not partaker, witness of the war. 
But lest new wounds on wounds o*erpower us quite, 
Beyond the missile javelin's sounding flight, 
Safe let us stand ; and from the tumult far, 
Inspire the ranks, and rule the distant war. 

He added not : the listening kings obey, 
Slow movii^ on ; Atrides leads the way. 
The God of Ocean (to inflame their rage) 
Appears a warrior fiirrow'd o'er with age ; 
Prest in his own the general's hand he took. 
And thus the venerable hero spoke : 

Atrides, lo ! witli what disdainful eye 
Achilles sees his country's forces fly ; 
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Blind impious man ! whose aneer is his guide, 

Who glories in unutterable pride. 

^ may he perish, so may Jove disclaim 

The wretch relentless, and overwhelm with shame! 

But heaven forsakes not thee : o*er yonder sands 

Soon shalt thou view the scattered Trojan bands 

Fly diverse ; while proud kings, and chiefs renowu'd, 

Driven heaps on heaps, with clouds involvM^around 

Of rolling dust, their winged wheels employ 

To hide their ignominious heads in Ttoy. 

He spoke, then rushM amid the warnor crew. 
And sent his voice before him as he flew, 
Loud, as the shout encountering armies yield. 
When twice ten thousand shake the labouring field ; 
Such was the voice, auid such the thundering sound 
Of him, whose trident rends the solid CDund. 
Each Amve bosom beats to meet the fight^ 
And grisfy war appears a pleasing sight 

Meantime Saturaia fix>m Olymnus^ brow, 
High-thron*d in gold, beheld the fields below ; 
With joy, the glorious conflict she surveyed, 
Where her great brother gave the Grecians aid. 
But placM uoft, on Ida^s shady height 
She sees her Jove, and trembles at the sight 
Jove to deceive, what method shall she try, 
What arts to blind his all-beholding eye? 
At length she trusts her power ; resolved to prove 
The old, yet still successful, cheat of love ; 
Against his wisdom to oppose her charms. 
And lull the Lord of Thunders in her arms. 

Swift to her bright apartment sKe repairs, 
Sacred to dress and beauty*s pleasing cares: 
With skill divuie had Vulcan formM the bower, 
Safe from access of each intruding power. 
TouchM with her secret key, the doors unfold; 
Self-€los*d, behind her shut die valves of gold. 
Here first she bathes ; and round her body pours 
Soft oils of fragrance, and ambrosial showers: 
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The wmds perfum'd, the balmy gale convey 

Thro* heaven, thro' earth, and afi tne aerial way: 

Spirit divme ! whose exhalation greets 

Th6 sense of Gods with more than mortal sweets. 

Thus, while she breathM of heaven, with decent pride 

Her artful hands the radiant tresses tied : 

Part on her head in shining ringlets roird, 

Part o'er her shoulders wavM like melted gold.^ 

Around her, next, a heavenly mantle flowM, 

That rich with Pallas' labour'd colours elo;v'd : 

Lai^ clasps of gold the foldings gather'! roimd 

A golden zone her swelling bosom bound. 

Far-beaming pendants txemble in her ear, 

Each gem illumni'd with a triple star. 

Then o'er her head she casts a veil more white 

Than new fall'n snow, and dazzling as the light. 

Last, her lair feet celestial sandals grace. 

Thus issuing radiant, with majestic pace, 

Forth from the dome th' imperial Goddess moves, 

And calls the Mother of the Smiles and Loves. 

How long (to Venus thus apart she cry'd) 
Shall human strife celestial mmds divide f 

Ah, yet will Venus aid Satumia's joy, 
And set aside the cause of Greece and Troy? 

Let heaven's dread empress (Cythereea' said) 
Speak her request, and deem her will obey'd. 
Then grant me (said the Queen) those conqutring 

charms. 
That power which mortals and immortals warms, 
That love which melts mankind in fierce desires. 
And bums the sons of heaven with sacred fiies? 

For lo ! I haste to those remote abodes. 
Where the great parents (sacred source of Gods I) 
Ocean and Tethys their old empire keep, 
On the last limits of the land and deep. 
In their kind arms my tender years were past ; 
What time old Saturn, from Olympus cast. 
Of upper heaven to Jnve resign'd the reign, 
Wheiin'd uiKler Uie huge mass of earth and mai^ 
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For strife, T hear, has made the union cease. 
Which held so long that ancient pair in peace. 
What honour, and what love shall I obtain, 
If 1 compose those fatal feuds again ; 
Once more their minds in mutuu ties enj^age, 
And what my jouth has ow*d, repay thei/ aM f 

She said. With awe divine the Queen of Leva 
Obev'd the dster and the wife of Jove : 
And from her firacmnt breast the zone unbrac*d, 
With various dcm and high embroidery grac*d • 
In this was every art and every charm, 
To wm the wisest, and the coldest warm . 
Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay desire, 
The kind deceit, the still reviving fire, 
Persuasive speech, and more persuasive sighSi 
Silence that spoke, and elofjuence of eyes. 
This, on her hand the Cypnan Goddess laid ; 
Take this, and with it all thy wish, she said. 
With smiles she took the charm ; and smiling preat 
The powerful cestus to her snowy breast 

Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew ; 
Whilst from Olympus pleased Satumia flew. 
0*er high Pieria thence her course she bore, 
O'er fkir Emathia's ever-pleasing ^re, 
O'er Haemus' bills with snows eternal crown'd ^ 
Nor once her flying foot approach'd the ground. 
Then taking wing from Athos'' lofty steep, » 

She speeds to Lemnos o'er the rolling deep, > 

And seeks the cave of Death's half-brother, Sleep. } 
Sweet, pleasing Sleep ! (Satumia thus began) 
Who spread'st thy empire o'er each God and Man*; 
If e'er obsequious to tny Juno's will, 
O Power of Slumbers ! hear, and favour still i 
Shed thy soft dews on Jove's immortal eyes, 
While sunk in love's entrancing joys he lies. 
A splendid footstool, and a throne, that shine 
With gold unfading, Somhus, shall be thine ; 
The work of Vulcan; to indulge thy ease, 
When wine and feasts thy golden humours pleasei* 
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Imperial Dame, (the balmy power ieplie8> 
Great Satuni*s heir, and empress of the skies ! 
O'er other God^ I spread my easy chain ; 
^%e Sire of all, old Ocean, owns my reign. 
And his husb*d waves lie silent on the main. 
But Jiow, unbidden, shall I dare to steep 
Jove's awful temples in the dew of sleep ? 
Long since too venturous, at thy bold command, 
On uiose eternal lids I laid my hand : 
What time, deserting llion's wasted plain, 
His conquering son, Alcides, ploughM the main. 
When lo ! the deeps arise, the tempests roar, 
And drive the hero to the Coan shore ; 
Great Jove, awaking, shook the blest abodes 
With rising wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods ; 
Me chief be sought, and fi-om the realms on high 
Had hurl'd indicant to the nether sky. 
But gentle Night, to whom I Bed ibr aid, 
(The friend of earth and heaven) her wings displayed , 
Impower'd the wrath of Gods and men to tame, 
£*en Jove rever'd the venerable dame. 

Vain are thy fears, (tlie Queen of Heaven replies. 
And speaking, rolls her large, majestic eyes) 
Think^st thou that Troy has Jove's high &vour won* 
Like great Alcides, his all-conquering son f 
Hear, and obey the mistress of the skies. 
Nor for the deed expect a vulgv prize ; 
For know, thy lov*d-one shall be ever thine. 
The youngest Grace, Pasithae the divine. 

Swear then (be said) by those tremendous floods 
That roar through hell, and bind th* invoking Gods : 
Let the great parent Earth one hand sustain. 
And stretch the other o'er the sacred main. 
Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell, 
To hear and witness from the depths of hell : 
That she, my lov*d one, shall be ever mine. 
The youngest Grace, Pasithae the divine. 

The queen assents, and from th* infernal bowery 
Invokes ihe sable subtartaiean Powers, 



BOOK Ziy. THE lUAD. 41 

And thon who rale tfa' inviolaUe floods, 
Whom mortals name the diead Titanian Qods. 

Then swift as wind, o*er Lemoos* smoky isle, 
They wing their way, and Imbrus' sea-beat soil. 
Through air unseen, involv*d in darkness glide, 
And light on Lectos, on the point of Ide ; 
HMother of savages, whose echoins hills 
Are heard resounding with a hundred rills) ; 
Fair Ida trembles undemeath the God ; 
HiishM are her mountains, and her forests nod ; 
There on a fir, whose spiiybmnches rise 
To ioin its summit to the neighbouring skies; 
Da» in embowering shade, concealM from si^t, 
Sat Sleep, in likeness of the bird of night 
(Chalcis his name by those of heavenly birth, 
but called Cymindis by the race of earth.) n 

To lda*s tap successful Juno flies; 
Great Jove surveys her with desiring eyes: 
The God, whose lightning sets the heaveus on fire, 
Through all his bosom feels the fierce desire ; 
Fierce as when first by stealth he seiz'd hercharms» 
MixM with her soul, and melted in her arms, 
FixM on her eyes, he fed his eager look. 
Then pressed her hand, and thus with transport qpokec 

Why comes my Goddess fix)m th* ethereal sky. 
And not her steeds and flaming chariot nigh ? 

Then she^I haste to those remote abodes, 
Where the great parents of the deathless gods. 
The reverend Ocean and gray Tethys reign. 
On the last limits of the land and main. 
I visit these, to whose indulgent cares 
I owe the nursing of my tender years. 
For strife, I hear, has made that union cease, 
Which held so long this ancient pair in peace. 
The steeds, prepared my chariot to convey 
O'er earth and seas, and through th' aerial way, 
Wait under Ide: of thy superior power 
To ask consent, I leave th* Olympian bower; 
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Nor seek, unknown to thee, tbe sacred cells 
Deep under seas, where hoaiy Ocean dweUs. 

For that (said Jove) suffice another day ; 
But eager love denies the least delay. 
Let softer cares the present hour empk^, 
And be these moments sacred all to joy. 
Ne*er did my soul so strong a passion prove, 
Or for an esjrthly, or a heavenly love : 
Not when I pressed Ixion^s matchless dame, 
Whence rose Perithous like the Gods in &me. 
Not when fair Danae felt the shower of gold 
Stream into life, whence Perseus brave and bold. 
Not thus I bumM for either Theban dame, 
(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came.) 
Not PhcenbK* dauzhter, beautiful and young. 
Whence eodlike Rhadamanth and Minos spruqg. 
Not thus 1 bum*d for fair Latona's face, 
Nor comelier Ceres* more maiestic grace. 
Not thus e'en for thyself 1 felt desire. 
As now my veins receive the pleasine fire. 

He spoke ; the Goddess with the cnarraing eyes, 
Glows with celestial red, and thus replies.' 
Is this a scene for love f On f da^s height 
£xpos*d to mortal and immortal sight ; 
Our joys proian*d by each familiar eye : 
The sport of heaven, and fable of the sky. 
How shall I e'er review the blest abodes, 
Or mix amon^ the senate of the Gods? 
Shall I not thmk, that with disorderM charmii 
All heaven beholds me recent from thy arms f 
With skill divine has Vulcan formM thy bowo^ 
Sacred to love and to the genial hour ; 
If such thy will, to that recess retire, 
And secret there indulge tliy soft desire. , 

She ceasM ; and smuinv with superior k»ve, 
Thus answerM mild the cloud-compeliinff Jori; 
Nor God, nor mor^ shall our joys oehola, 
Shaded with clouds, and circumnisM in gold | 
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Not ewea the sim, who darts through heaven hit laTt, 
Aud whose broad eye th* extended earth surveys. 

Gazing be spolce, and l^indling at the view, 
His eager arms around the Goddess threw. 
Glad earth perceives, and from her bosom pouis 
Unbidden herbs and voluntary flowers : 
Thick new-bom violets a soft carpet spread, 
And clustering lotos swelled the rising bed, 
And sudden hyacinths the turf bestrow, 
And flamy crocus made the mountain glow. 
There golden clouds concealM the heavenly pair, 
SteepM in soft joys, and circumfus*d wit^ air; 
Celestial dews, descending o*er the ground, 
Perfume the mount, and breathe ambrosia round. 
At length with love and sleep's soft power opprest. 
The panting Thunderer nods, and sinks to resL 

Now to the navy borne on silent wings, 
To Neptune*s ear soft Sleep his message brings ; 
Beside him sudden, unperceiv'd he stood. 
And thus with gende words addressM the God : ^ 

Now, Neptune ! now th* important hour employ, 
To check awhile the haughty nopes of Troy: 
While Jove yet rests, while yet my vapours shed 
The eplden vision round his sacred head ; 
For Juno's love, and Somno's pleasing ties. 
Have closM those awful and eternal eyes. 

Thus having said, the power of Slumber flew, 
On human lids to drop the balmy dew. 
Neptune, with zeal increased, renews his care. 
And towering in the foremost rank of war, 

Indignant thus Oh once of martial fame ! 

O Greeks ! if yet ye can deser\'C the name ! 

This half-recoverM day, shall Troy obtain > 

Shall Hector thunder at your ships again ? 

Lo still he vaunts, and threats the fleet with fim. 

While stem Achilles in his wrath retires. 

One hero's loss too tamely you deplore. 

Be stiU yourselves, and we shall need no uofe. • 
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Oh yet, if glory any bosom warms, 
Brace on your firmest helms, and stand to arms : 
His strongest spear each valiant Grecian wield, 
Each valiant urecian seize his broadest shield ; 
• Let to the weak the lighter arms belong, 
The ponderous tarce be wielded by the strong. 
(Thus arra*d) not Hector shzdl our presence stay: 
Mi^lf, ye Greeks ! myself will lead the way. 

The troops assent ; their martial arms they change. 
The busy chiefs their banded legions range. 
The kines, though wounded, and opprest with paiut 
With helpful hands themselves assist the train. 
The strong $md cumb^rous arms the valiant wield. 
The weaker warrior takes a lighter shield. 
Thus sheathM in shinins brass, in bright array 
The legions march, and r^eptune leads the way: 
His brandished fedchion flames before their eyes, . 
Like lightning flashing through the frighted skies. 
Clad in his might, th* earth-shakins Power appears ; 
Pale mortals tremble, and confess tneur femurs. 

Troy's great defender stands alone unawM, 
Arms his proud host, and dares oppose a God : 
And lo I the Grod and wondrous man appear: 
The 8ea*s stem Ruler there, and Hector here. 
The roaring main, at her great master's call, 
Rose in huge ranks : and lorm'd a watery wall 
Around the ships ; seas hanging o'er the shores, 
But armies ioin : earth thunders, ocean roars. 
Not half so loud the bellowing deeps resound, 
When stormy winds disclose the dark profound ; 
Less loud the winds, that from th' ^olian hall 
Roar throueh the woods, and make whole forests &U; 
Less loud the woods, when flames in torrents pour, 
Catch the dry mountain, and its shades devour: 
With such a rage the meeting hosts are driven. 
And such a clamour shakes the soundine iVeavim 
The first bold iavelin urg'd by Hector's force, 
Direct at Ajax' bosom wing'd its course; 
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But there no ptass the crossing belts afford, 

(One braced bis shield, and one sustained his tword.) 

Tbea back the disappointed Txojan drew, 

And curs'd the lance that unavailing flew : 

But *scap^d not Ajax , his tempestuous hand 

Ajponderous stone upheaniig fr6m the sand, 

rwhere heaps laid loose beneath the wairioi't ftaly 

Or serr'd to oallast, or to prop the fleet) 

Toss*d round and round the missive maibla ffingfi 

On the razM shield the fidling ruin rings, 

Full on bis breast and throat with force desoandf ; 

Nor deadenM there its giddy fury spends, 

But whirlinz on, with many a fiery round, 

Smokes in the dust, and ploughs into the graund. 

As when the bolt, red-hissing fipora above, 

Darts on the consecrated plant of Jove, 

The mountun-oak in flaming ruin lies, 

Black fiora the blow, and smokes of sulphur lift s 

Sti£f with amaze the pale beholders stand, 

And own the terrors of th* Almighty hand ! 

So lies great Hector prostrate on the shore ; 

His slackenM hand deserts the lance it bore ; 

His following shield the fallen chief overspread} 

Beneath his helmet dronp*d his fainting head ; 

His load of armour sinimg on the ground. 

Clanks on the field ; a dead, and hoUow sound. 

Loud shouts of triumph fill the crowded plain; 

Greece sees, in hope, Troy's great defender slaiDr 

All sprine to seize him : storms of arrows fly; 

And thicker javelins intercept the sky. 

In vun an iron tempest hisses round ; 

He lies protected, and without a wound. 

Polydamas, Agenor the divine. 

The pious warrior of Anchises* line, 

And each bold leader of the Lycian band; 

Vf'ith covering shields (a firiencl]]r circle) stand. 

His mournful followers, with assistant caiei 

The groaning hero to Ins chariot bear s 
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Hit fiMming coursers, swiAcr than tbe wind, 
'Spaed to the town, and leave the war behind. 

When now they touched the mead*s euameUM side. 
Where gentle Xanthus rolls his easy tide, 
IVith watery drops the chief they sprinkle round* 
PlacVl on the margin of the flowery ground ; 
BaisM on his knees, he now ejects the gore, 
Now faints anew, low sinking on the shore ; 
By fits he breathes, half views the fleeting skiesi 
AJod seals again, by fits, his swimming eyes. 

Soon M the Greeks the chieTa retreat beheld, 
With double fuiy each invades the field. 
Oilean Ajax first bis javelin ^d, 
Piotc^d by whose point the son of Enops bled ; 
^SatniuB the brave, whom beauteous Nets bora 
Amidst her flocks, on Satnio*s silver shore) 
Struck through tho belly's rim, the warrior lies 
Supiiifl^ and shades eternal veil his eyes. 
An arduous battle rose around the dead ; 
By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled. 

FirM with revenge* rolydamas drew near, 
And at Prothoemor shook the trembUng spear ; 
The driynig javelin through his shoulder thrust. 
He sinks to earth, and grasps the bloody dusL 
Lo thus (the victor cries) we rule the field. 
And thus their aims the race of Panthus wi^; 
From this unerring hand there flies no dart 
But bathes its point within a Grecian heart 
Prompt on that spear to which thou ow'st thy ftJl, 
Go, guide thy darkaome steps to PlutG's dreaiy haU 

He said, and sorrow touch'd each Argive breast< 
The soul of Ajax bum*d above the rest 
As by his side the groaning warrior fisll. 
At the fierce foe he ]anc*d nis piereins steel: 
The ibe reclining, shunnM the flying death ; 
But Fate, Aichilochus, demands thy breath t* 
Thy lofiy birth no succour could impart, 
The wings of death overtook thee on the darti 
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Sveift to perfimn heavon*s fiital will it flad. 
Full on uie juncture of the neck and head. 
And took the joint, and cut the nerves in twain i 
The dropping head first tumbled to the plain. 
So just the stroke, that yet the body stood 
Erect, then rollM along the sands in blood. 

Here, proud Polydamas, here turn thy eyes! 
(The towering Ajax loud insulting cries) 
Say, is this chjef extended on the plain, 
A worthy vengeance for Prothcmor slain ? 
.Mark well his port ! his figure and his faoe. 
Nor speak hiro vulg^, nor of vulgar race ; 
Some liues, methixi^ may make o is lineagB kDOW% 
Antenor*s brother, or perhaps his soil 

He spake, and smird severe, ior well he knew 
The bleeding youth: Tioy sadden'd at the .view. 
But fiirious Acamas aveogM his cause ; 
As Promachus his slaughtered brother draws, 
He piercM his heart — Such fote attevids vou all, 
Proud Aigives ! desdnM by our arms to tail. 
Not Troy alooe, but haugjiity Greepe shall shait 
The toils, the sorrows, and the wounds of waL 
Behold your Promachus deprived of breath, 
A Tictim ow*d to my brave brother^s death. 
Not unappeas*d he enters Pluto^s gate, 
"Who leaves a brother to reveiu^e bis fiUe. 

Heart-pieiGii^ anguish struck the Grecian hoa$. 
But touched the breast of bokl PenQleus most{ 
At the proud boaster he directs his course; 
Tlie boaster iies, and shuns superior' finnMu 
But young Ilioneus reoeivM the spear; 
Ilioneus, his tather*s only care, 
(Phorbas the rich, of all tlie Trojan Uain 
Whoin Hermes lov*d, and taught the arts of g^n;) 
Full in his eye the weapon chancM to fall, 
And froiu tlie fibres scoopM the rooted ball, 
DrovR tiirough tlie neck and hurPd him to the plaint 
He lifts Ills miserable arms in vain I 
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*Swift his broad fiilchion fierce Pendeus spread. 
And from the spouting shoulders struck his head s 
To earth at once the bead and helmet fly ; 
The lanoe, yet strikine through the bleediog eje. 
The vktor seizM ; and as aloft he diook^ 
The gory visage, thus insulting spoke : 

Trojans ! your great Ilioneus behold ! 
Haste, to his father let the tale be told : 
Let his hish roof resound with fiantic wo, 
Such, as we house of Promachus must know; 
Let doleful tidings ereet his mother's ear, 
Such, as to Promachus* sad ffiouse we bear; 
When we victorious shall to Greece return. 
And the pale matron in our triumph's mourn. 

Dreadnil he spoke, then toss'd the bead on h%^s 
The Troian% hear, they tremble and they flyi 
Aghast they gaze around the fleet and wall, 
And dread the ruin that impends on alL 

Dauchters of Jove ! that on Olympus shine^ 
Fe all-beholding, all-recording Mine f 
O sa7, when Neptune made proud Ilion yield. 
What chief, what hero, first embrued the field? 
Of all the Grecians what immortal name. 
And whose blest trophies will ye raise to ftme? 

Thou first, great Ajax : on tn' ensan^in'd plata 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of tM M]rnan tram. 
Phalces, and Mermer, Nestor's son o'erthiew. 
Bold Menon, Morys, and Hippotion slew. 
Strong PeriphoBtes, and Prothoon Ued, 
ByTsucer's arrows minded with the dead. 
Pierc'd in the flank by Menelaus' steel, 
His people's pastor, Hyperenor, feU ; 
Eternal darkness wrapt the warrior round. 
And the fierce soul came rushinc through the woond. 
But stretch'd in heaps before OiMus' son, 
Fafl mighty numbers, m^ty numbers runi 
Ajax the less, of all the Grecian race 
Sklll'd in pursuit, and swiftest in the chasa. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
T%» JifA BattU, ai tha Ship* ; and fJU Act$ ^ J(fmm,, 
Jspiter Awakiii(, sees the Trojans repalsed firom tiM trandMS* 
Hector in a iwouli, and Xeptune at the head of the Oreekii 
he it hirhlj incensed at the artifice of Juno, who appease* 
him by her submissions ; she is then sent to Iris and Apollo. 
Jono, repairioff to the assembly of the Gods, attempts with ex- 
tnordinarf address to incense them ai^ainst Jupiter; in parti- 
enlar she teaches Mars with a violent resentment : he is ready 
to take arms, but is prevented by Minerva. Iris and Apollo 
obey the orders of Jupiter ; .Iris commands J'feptuiie to leav« 
the battle, to which, after much reluctance and passion, htt 
consents. Apollo re-inspires Hector with vigour, orinrs him 
back to the battle, marches hefore him with hissgis, and turnt 
the fortana of the fiffht. He breaks down gpreat part of thn 
Grecian wall : the Trojans rush in, and attempt to fire the 
first line of the fleet, but are. as yet, repelled hj the gieeter 
Ajaz with a prodigious slaughter. 



Now in swift flight they pass the trench profound. 
And many a chief lay g^isping on the ground : 
Then stoppM and panted, where the chariots lie; 
Fear on their cheek, and horror in their eye. 
Meanwhile, awaken*d from his dream of love. 
On Ida's summit sat imperial Jove : 
Round the wide fields he cast a careful view, 
Thero saw the Trojans fly, the Greeks pursue; 
These proud in arms, those scatterM o'er the plain; 
And, midst the war, the monarch of the main. 
Not fiir, great Hector on the dust be spies, 
(His sad associaies round with weeping eyeg) 
Eiecdog blood, and panting yet for breath, 
l£s senses wandering to the veiige of death. 
VOL. II. . n 
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The God behekl him with a pitting look. 
And thus, inoenaM^to -fraXioful JiAio sj^ke : 
y O thou, still adverse.l^^th.* .eternal will 
For ever studious in piqmotIi]||( ill ! 
Thy arts have made the ^odUke Hector yield, 
And driven his ccmquering squadrons iirom the field. 
Canst thou, unhappy in tliy wiles 1 withstand 
Our p<hver immense, and brave th* abnigbty bandf 
Hast thou fo^t, when, bound and fix*d an hi|^,- 
Froni th6 vast conciive of the sptansled sky^ ' 
I hong thee txembllng in a golden cnain ; . 
And all tlie raging Gods opposM in vain? , , 
Beadlon^ I hurrdthem from the Olympian h^ 
StuonM m the whirl, and breathless with the ML 
For godlike Hercules these deeds were done. 
Nor seemM the vengeance worthy such a watix 
When, by thy wiles induc*d, fierce Boreal tost 
Tlie shipwrecked heio on the Coan coast : 
Him through a thousand forms of death I boie^ 
And sent to Argds, and his native shore. 
Ilear this, lemembeiv and our fury dread, 
Nor pull th* unwilling vengeance ah thy b^d ; 
Lest arts and blandimments successless prove, 
Ti^ soft deceits, and well-dissembled love. 

rhe Thunderer spdke : imperial Juno moum'd, 
And, trembling, these tubmisshre words retum'd: 

By every oath that Powers imnuxtal ttes, 
The foodfid earth, and all-hifi>ldhkg Ales, 
liy thy black waves, tremendous Styx ! thiit How 
lluoagh the drear realm of gli<iUng chosts IMlowi 
By the dread honours of thy sacrM nead, 
And that unlnoken vow, our virgin bed ! 
Not by my arts the Ruler of the main 
Stee{)8 Troy in blood, and xanj^s round the ptaint 
By his own ardour, hik own pity swaVM 
To help hie Gheefis ; he fought, and disobey'd ; 
Else had thy Juno belter counsels ^ven, 
And taught MAaaitakm to tha Siie of bMVen. 
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Think'st tfaoa with me? fair Eropieai of the Aitil 
(Th* immoftal &ther with a smile lepliet .') 
Then soon tho haugh^ sea^god shall obey, 
Nor dare to act, but when we point the way* 
if truth inspiies tfaytongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bright synod on th' Olympian hill ; 
Our high decree let various Iris know, 
And call the God that bears the silver bow. 
Let her descend, and from the embattled plain 
Command the sea*god to his wateiy reign: 
While Fhcebus hastes, great Hector w prepare 
To rise afitesh, and once more wake the war. 
His labouring bosom re-inspires with breath. 
And calls his senses from the verge of death. 
Greece chas'd fay Troy, e*en to Achilles' fleet, 
Shall tall by thousands at the hero's feet 
He, not untouched with pity, to the plain. 
Shall send Fajtroolus, but sha^ sena in vahk 
What youths he slau^ters under Ilion's walls i 
E*en mj lovM son, divine Sarpedon* fidls I 
Vanquish^ at last by Hector's lance he lies. 
Then, nor till then, shall great Achilles rise t 
And k>! that instant godlike Hector dies. 
From that great hour the war's whole lortme tuniSa 
I^dlas assi^ and lofty Ilion bums. 
Not till that dav shall Jove relax his rage, 
Nor one of aU the heavenly host encage 
In Skid of Greece. The promise of a God 
I gave, and sealM it with th* almighty nod, 
Achilles* glory to the stars to raise ; ' 
Such was our word, and Fate &e word obeys. 

The tremblmg Queen (tli' almighty order i^veo) 
Swift from th' Ideean summit shot to heaven. 
As some way-fruripg man, who wanders o'er 
In thought a length of lands he trod befrre. 
Sends finrth hisactive mind from place to plaee. 
Joins hill to dale, and measures epace wim spaoef 
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So 0wift flew Juno to the blest abodes, 
If thoujfht of man can match the speed of Gods, 
There sat the Powers in awful synod plac'd ; 
They bowM, and made obeisance as she passM, 
Throu^ all the brazen dome, with goblets crown'd^ 
They haO her queen ; the nectar streams around. 
Fair Themis first presents the rolden bowl. 
And anxious asks what cares disturb her soul f 

To whom the white-arm'd Goddess thus replies: 
Enough thou know^st, the Tyrant of the skies 
Severely bent his nurpose to fulfil, 
UnmovM his mina, and linrcstraiuM his will. 
Go thou, the feasts of heaven attend thy call ; 
Bid the crownM nectar jircte round the hall; 
But Jove shall thunder through th' ethereal dome, 
Such stem decrees, such threatened woes to come. 
As soon shall freeze mankind with dire surprise, 
And damp th^ eternal banquets of the skies. 

The Goddess said, and sullen took her place; 
Blank horror saddened each celestial face. 
To see the gathering orudoe in every breast, 
Smiles on her lip a spleennil joy ezprest ; 
While on her wrinkled firont, and eye-brow ben^ 
Sad sted&st care, and lowering discontent 
Thus she proceeds— 'Attend, ye Powers above I 
But know, 'tis madness to contest with Jove ; 
Supreme he sits ; and sees in pride of sway. 
Your vassal Godheads grudgingly obey : 
Fierce in tiie majesty of power controls ; 
Shakes all the thrones of heaven, and bends the poles 
Submiss, Immortals ! all he wills, obey: 
And thou, great Mars, begin and show the way. 
Behold Asciedaphus ! behold him die, 
But dare not murmur, dare not vent a sigh ; 
Thy own lov*d boasted offspring lies o*erthiown. 
If that k>v*d boasted o&priug he thy own. 

Stem Mars with anguish for his 8lAugbtei*d 
Smoie his rebelling breast, and fierce b^gun: 
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Thus then, fiiinioitaU! thus shaB lAan obey ; 
Foigiye me, Gods, and yield my ven^^ance wayi . 
Descending first to yon forbidden plam, 
The God of battles dares avenge the slain ; 
Dares, though the thiuvler bursting o*er my head 
Should hurl me blazing on those maps of deaiL 

With that he gives command to Fear and Flight 
To join big rapid coursers for the fight: 
Then, grim in arms, with hastf vengeance fltes; 
Anus, that reflect a radiance through the skies. 
And now had Jove, by bold rebellioi driven, 
Dischare'd his wrath on half the host of heaven | 
But Pallas, springing through the bright abode, 
Starts from her azure throne to calm the God. 
Struck for th* immortal race with timely fear* 
From frantic Mara she snatch'd the shield and ipoari 
Tlien the huge helmet lifting firom his head, 
Thus to th* impetuous homicide she said : 

By what wild passion, furious! art thou tost? 
Striv'st thou with Jove ? thou art already lost 
Shall not the Thunderer^s dread command restrain? 
And was imperial Juno heard in vain? 
Back to the skies wouldst thou with shame be driven, 
And in thy guilt involve the host of heaven? 
nion and Greece no more sliall Jove engage; 
The dries would yield an Ampler scene of rage, 
Guilty and guiltless find an equal fiite, 
And one vast ruin whelm th* Olympian state. 
C^tse then thy offspring's death unjust to call ; 
He.oes as great have died, and yet shall falL 




throoei 

Sullen he sat, and curb*d the rising groan. 
Then Junp caird (Jove*s orders to obey) - 
The winged iris, and the God of Day. 
Go, ^ ait the Thunderer's will (Satumia cried) 
On yon tall summit of the fountful Ide. 
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Theze in the Fathers awful presence stand. 
Receive, and execute his dre^ command. 

She said, and sat: the God that gilds the day. 
And various Iris, wing their airy way. 
Swift as the wind, to Ida's hills they came 
(Fair nurse of fountains and of savage game ;) 
There sat th' Eternal; he whose nod controls 
The tremblme world, and shakes the steady poloa 
VeilM in a mist of fragrance him they found. 
With clouds of gold and puipie circled round. 
Well-pleasM the Thunderer saw their earnest om^ 
And prompt obedience to the Queen of Air ; 
Then (while a smile serenes Ins awful brow) 
Commands the (roddess of the showery bow. 

Iris ! descend, and what we here ordain 
Repott to yon mad tyrant of the maki. 
Bid iiim from fig^t to his own deeps repair. 
Or breathe from slaughter in the nelds of air. 
If he refuse, then let him timely weigh 
Our elder l^rthright, and superior sway. 
How sludl his rashness stancl the dire alaimSi 
If heaven's omnipotence descend in arms? 
Strives he with me, by whom his power was giraw 
And is there equal to the Lord of neaven f 

Th* Almighty spoke ; the Goddess wing'd her ffi^ 
To sacred iSon from th' Ideean height. 
Swift as the rattline hail, or fleecy snows 
Drive through the skies, when Boreas fiercely blows, 
So from the clouds, descending Iris fidls, 
And to blue Neptune thus the goddess calls: 

Attend the mandate of the Sire above ; 
In me behold the messenger of Jove : 
He bids thee from forbidden wars repair 
To thy own deeps, or to the fields or air. 
This if refusM, ne bids thee timely wel|^ 
Hk elder birthright, and superior sway. 
How shall thy rashness stand the dire alarms, 
If beaven*s omnipotenoe descend in amt? 



Stiiv*st thou wilh him, by whpm all power ii.gjjrnii f 
And art thou equal to the l>Drd of Heaven ? ' ' 




No vassal Gx>d, nor of his train am L 
Tliree brother deities from Saturn came, 
And ancient Rhea, earth*8 immortal dame : 
AssignM bv lot, our triple rule we know. 
Infernal Fluto sways tqe shades below ; 
0*er the wide clouds, ^od o*er the stan^ plain, 
Ethereal Jove extends his high domain ; 
My court beqeath the hoarv waves i keep, 
And hush tlie roarings of tne sacred de^p : 
Olympus, and this earth, in. common lie ; 
HVbat claim has here the tyrant of the sky ? 
Far in the distant clouds let nim control. 
And awe the younger brothers of the pole ; 
There to his duldren hjs commands be given. 
The trembling, servile, second race of heaven. 

And must fthen (s$dd she) P ^he of Flood9 ! 
Bear this fierce ^s^er to the king of Gods? ' 
Correct, it yet, and change thy i^^ intent: 
A noble mmd disdains not to repent. 
To elder brothers guardi^ fiends are gjven, 
To 8coui]^e the wretch in^ultiiig them 9nd hj^ikYian. 

Great is the profit (thus the God rejoihM) ' 
When ministers are blest with prudent mii^^: 
Wam'd by thy words, to powerful Jgye I yield. 
And quit, though angiy, tne con^nded field. 
Not but his thieats with justice t aisdaiin. 
The same our honours,, and pur birth the same. 
If yet, ibig^ul of his promise given 
To Hermes, iPi^las, t^t^d the Qm^9 of Heaven ; 
To fiivour liiori; that p^^dious place, ' * 

ge bvfks |iis ^ith wVOlx half th^ ethereal race: 
ive nim to know, unless the Grpcijin tnun 
Lay yon ])fpud ^ivuf^^i^^.leyj^l wlt& ^e plain, 
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Howe'er th* offence by other Gods be past. 
The wrath of Neptune shall for ever last 

Thus speakmg, furious from the field lie strode, 
And plung'd into the bosom of tlie flood. 
The Lord of Thunders from his lofty height 
Beheld, and thus bespoke the Source of Light 

^Behold ! the God whose liquid arms are hurlM 
Around tlie i^obe, whose earthquakes rock the woild( 
Desists at length his rebel war to wage, 
Seeks his own seas, aud trembles at our rage ; 
£lse had my wrath, heaven^s thrones all shaking round, 
Burned to the bottom of the seas ph)found ; 
And all the Gods that round old Saturn dwell, 
liad heard the thunders to the deeps of hell. 
Well was the crime, and well the vengeance spar'd ; 
£*en (lower immense had found such battle hard. 
Go thou, my son ! the trembling Greeks alann. 
Shake my broad sgis on thy active arm, 
Be godlike Hector thy peculiar care, 
Swdl his bold heart, and uiee his strength to war 
XiOt llion conquer, till th* ^uiaian train 
Fly to their ships and Hellespont again : 
Then Greece shall breathe from toil»~the God-head said ; 
His win divine the son of Jove obeyed. 
Not half 80 swift the sailing falcon flies, 
That drives a turtle through the liquid skies; 
At Phoebus, shooting from th* Idsean brow. 
Glides down the mountain to the plain below. 
There Hector seated by the stream he sees, 
His sense returning with the coming breeze ; 

gain his pulses beat, his spirits rise, 
Again his lov^ companions meet his e3re8; 
Jove thinking of his pains, they past away. 
To whom the Qod wiio gives the golden day; 

Why sits great Hector flrom the field so far? 
What grief, what wound withholds thee ham the war f 

The fiiinthig hero, as the vision bright 
Stood shining o*er him, half unseaTd his ngatit 
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V^faat blest Immortalf with commandhiff brealli. 
Thus wakens Hector from the deep of death? 
Hb Fame not told, how, while my trusty sword 
Bath*d Greece in slaughter, and her hatue gar'd. 
The mighty Ajax, with a deadly blow 
Hi^d almost sunk me to the shades below ? 
£*en yet, methinks, the gliding ghosts I epyf 
And hell*s black horrors swim tefbre my eye. 

To him Apollo: Be no more dismay'd ; 
See, and be strong ! the Thunderer sends thee aid. 
Behold ! iby PhoBbus shall his arms eroptoy, 
Phoebus, propitious still to thee, and Troy. 
Inspire ihy warriors then with manly force, 
And to the ships impel thy rapid horse : 
£*eo I will make th^ fiery coursers way, 
And drive the Grecians headlong to the sea. 

Tlius to bold Hector spoke the son of Jove, 
Aad breathM immortal ardour trom above. 
As when the pamperM steed, with reins unbound. 
Breaks from his stall, and pours alone the ground ; 
With ample strokes he rumes to the flood, 
To bathe his sides, and cool his fiery blood ; 
His head now fireed, he tosses to the skies ; 
His mane dishevePd o'er his shoulders flies: 
He snuffs the females in the well-known plain 
And springs, extritin^, to his fields again ; 
UrE*d oy toe voice divine, thus Hector flew, 
FuU of the God ; and all bis hosts pursue. 
As wlien the force of men and dogs corabinM 
Invade the mountain-gpat, or branching hind ; 
Far fitnn the hunter's rage secure they lie 
Close in the rock (not fated yet to die;) 
When lo ! a lion shoots across the way ! 
They fly : at once the chasers and the prey. 
So Greece, that late in conquering troops pursoM, 
And mark'd their progress through the ranks in bkwdy' 
Soon as they see the mrious chief appear. 
Forget to vanquish, and consent to nar. 



Thou with grief observe his. dieadfiil coiniKb 
Thoas, the bravest of th* JEto^an force: 
Skill*d U> diiect the javelia^s distant flieht, 
And bold to combat in the standing fight ; 
Nor more in councils fsunM for sol^ senso. 
Than wiLning words and heavenly eloquence. 
Gods ! what portent (he cried) these eyes invade^? 
Lo ! Hector nses horn the Stygian sbstdes ! 
We saw him, late, by thundering Ajax killM : 
What God restores mm to the frighted field ; 
And, not content that half of Greece lie slajn. 
Pours new destruction on her sons again ? 
He comes not, Jove ! without thy powerful will ; 
Lo ! still ne lives, pursues, and conquers still ! 
Yet hear my counsel, and his worst withstand. 
The Greeks' main body to thefleet command: 
But let the ftw, whom brisker u>irits warm* 
Stand the first onset, and provoke the stor^. 
Thus pomt your arms ; and when such foes app^^ai* 
Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear. 

The warrior spoke, the listening Greeks ofwyi 
Thickenmg their rank^, and form a deep anay* 

Each Ajax, Teucer, Merion gave command. 
The valiant leader of the Cretan bai^d. 
And Mars-like Meg^ : these the chief!? excite, 
Approach the foe, and meet the coming fi^t. 
Behind, uinmniber'd multitudes attend. 
To flank the navy, and the shores defend. 
Full on the front the pressing Trojans bear, 
And Hector first came towering to the wax; 
Phosbus himself the rushing battje led ; 
A veil of cbuds involvM his radiant headt 
High'held before him, Jove's enormous shield 
Portentous shone, and shaded all the fie^ ; 
Vulcan to Jove th' imn^ortal gift consign'd, 
To scatter hosts, and terrify mankind. 
The Greeks expect the shock, the clamours rise 
From diifinent paxts. and mingle in the pkles. 
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Dire was the hiss of darts by beioes flung, 
And arrows leaping from the bow>string sun^; 
These drink the hfe of senerous warriors slain ; 
Those guiltless fall, and thirst for blood in vain. 
As loDg as Phoebus bore unmovM the shield, 
Sat doubtful Conquest hoyering o*er the field ; 
But when aloft be shaiees it in the skiei^ 
Shouts in their ears, and lightens in their eyes, 
Deep horror seizes every Grecian breast, 
Their force is humbled, and their fear coolest 
So flies a herd of oxen, scatterM wide. 
No swain to euard them, and no day to guide, 
When two fell lions fipom the mountain come, 
And spread the carnage through the shady gloom. 
Impending Phoebus pours around them Ibar, 
And Trov and Hector thunder in the rear. 
Heaps &U on heaps: the slaughter Hector leads; 
Fhrst great Arcesitas, then Stiduus bleeds; 
One to the bold Boeotians ever dear, 
And one Menestheus' friend, and £un*d compeer. 
Medon and lasus, JEneas sped ; 
This sprung from Phelus, and th' Athenians led ; 
But hapless Medon from Oileus came ; 
Him Aiax honoured with a brother's name. 
Though bom of lawless love ; from home ezpeIPd» 
A banishM man, in Phylac4 he dweli'd, 
Pres8*d by the venmoce of an angry wife ; 
Troy ends, at last, his labours and his life. 
Mecystes next, Polydamas overthrew ; 
And thee, brave Cfonius, great Agenor dew. 
By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 
PiercM through tibe shoulder as he basely flies. 
Polites* arm laid Echius on the plain ; 
Stretch'd on one heap, the victors spoil the dafai. 
The Greeks dismay'a, coofus'd, disperse or fidl. 
Some seek the trench, some skulk belund die w«IL 
While these fly trembling, others pant for breath» 
And o*er the slaughter stalks gig^tic Deaths 
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1 rushM bold Hector, ^oomy as the oight ; 

irbids to plunder, animates the fight, 

ints to the fleet : for, by the Gods, who fliesi 

ho daxes but linger, by this hand he dies ; 

». weeping sister his cold eye shall close, 

» friendly hand his funeral pjrre compose. 

ho stops to olunder at this signal hour, 

le biros shall tear him, and the dogs devour. 

Furious he said ; the smarting scouige resounds ; 

le coursers fly ; the smoking chariot bounds : 

le hosts rush on, loud clamours shake the shore ; 

le horses ttmnder, earth and ocean roar ! 

K>llo, planted at the trenches bound, 

sh'd at the bank : down sunk th* enormous mound : 

ll*d in the ditch the heapy ruin lay ; 

mdden road ! a long and ample way. 

it the dread fosse (a late impervious space) 

w steeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pass. 

Le wondering crowds the downward l6vel trod ; 

fore them flamM the shield, and marchM the God. 

len with his hand be Bhook the mighty wall; 

id lo ! the turrets nod, the bulwarks ndl. 

sVf'as when ashore an in&nt stands, 

id draws imagined houses in the sands, 

le sportive wanton, pleased with some new play, 

eeps the slight works and fashionM domes away. 

us vanishM, at thy touch, the towers and walls ; 

e toil of thousands in a moment falls. 

The Grecians gaze around with wild despair, 

afus'd, and weary all the Powers with prayer ; 

bort their men with praises, threats, coimnands ; 

d urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, aiid hands. 

perieocM Nestor chief obteste the skies, 

d weeps his country with a father's eyes. 

)h Jove ! if ever, on his native shorSt 

s Greek enrichM thy shrine with offerM gore; 

)'er, in hope our country to behold, 

i paid the Attest firstlings of the ibid ; 
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If e*er thou ffign'st our wishes whh thy nod ; 
Perform the promise of a gracious God ! 
This day, preserve our navies from the flame. 
And save the relics of the Grecian name. 

Thus pray*d the sage : th* Eternal gave consent, 
And peais of thunder shook the firmament ; 
Presumptuous Troy mistook th' accepting sign, 
And catch'd new fuiy at the voice divine. 
As, when black tempests mix the seas and dues, 
The roaring deeps in waterv mountains rise. 
Above the sides of some taU ship ascend, 
Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend : 
Thus loudly roaring, and o*erpowenng all. 
Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall; 
L^ions oh legions fr6m each side arise ; ^ 

Thick sound the keels ; the storm of arrows fliea. 
Fierce on the ships above, the cars below. 
These wield the mace, and those the javelin throw 

While thus the thunder of the battle rag*d. 
And labouring armies round the woriLS engffg'd ; 
Still in the tent Patroclus sat, to tend 
The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. 
He sprinkles heeding balms to anguish kind, 
And adds discourse, the medicine of the mind. 
But when he saw, ascending up the fleet, 
Victorious Troy ; then, starting from his seat. 
With bitter groans his sorrows he exprest. 
He wrings bis hands, he beats his manly breast. 
Though yet thy state requires redress (be cries) 
Depart 1 must : what horrors strike my eyes ! 
Charg'd with Achilles* high commands I* go» 
A mournful witness of this scene of wo : 
1 haste to urge him, by his country's care, 
To rise in anns and shine again m war. 
Perhaps some favouring God his soul may bend; 
The voice is powerful of a faithful friend 

He spoke ; and, speaking, swifter than the wind 
Sprang from the tent, and left the ward behind. 
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Th* embody'd Greeks the fierce attack sustain. 

But strive, though numerous, to repulse in vain ! 

Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array, 

Force to the fleet and tents th' impervious way. 

As when a dnipwright* witn Palladian art, 

Smooths the rough wood, and levels every part : 

With eqiial hand he guides bis whole design, 

Bjy the just rule and the directing line : 

Tiie martial leaders, with like skill and care. 

Preserved their line, and equal kept the war. 

Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were tried. 

And every ship sustainM an equal tide. 

At one proud bark, high towering o^er the fleet 

Ajax the great and godlike Hector meet ; 

For one bright prize the matchless chiefs contoikdt 

Nor this the ships can fire, nor that defend ; 

One kept the shore, and one the vessel trod ; 

Thai fixM as Fate, this acted by a God. 

The son of Cl3rtius in his daring hand, 

The deck approaching, shakes a flaming brand ; 

But piercM by Telamon's huge lance expires ; 

Thundering he falls, and drops th* extinguished fiict 

Great Hector viewM him with a sad survey, 

As stretchM in dust before the stem he lay, 

Oh ! all of Trojan, all of Lycian race ! 

Stand to your arms, maintain this arduoas space: 

Lo ! where the son of royal Clytius lies ; r 

Ah save his arms, secure his obsequies ! 

This said, his eager javelin sought the foe ; 
But Ajax shunn*d Sie meditated Uow. 
Not vainlv jret the forceful lance was thrown ; 
It stretch'd in dust unhappy Lycophron : 
An exile long, sustained at Ajax* board, 
A fidthfiil servant to a foreign lord : 
In peace, in war, for ever at his side, 
Near his lovM master, as he liv'd, he dy'd. 
From the high poop he tumbles on the sand. 
And lies, a hfUers load, along tho land 
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IVhh atigaish Ajax views the piercins s%ht, 
And thus inflames his brother to the ^ght 

Teucer, behold ! extended on the shore 
Our friend, our lovM ccMnpanion! now uo more 1 
Dear as a parent, with a parentis care 
To fight our wars, he left nis native air. 
ThiA death deplor*d, to Hector^s rage we owe ; 
Revenge* revenge it on the cruel foe. 
Where are those darts on which the Fates attead ? 
And where the bow, which Phcebus taught to bend ? 

Impatient Teucer hastening to his aid, 
Before the chief his ample bow displayed ; 
The well- stor'd quiver on his shoulders bung: 
Than hissM the arrow, and the bow-string sung. 
CWtus, Py8enor*s son, renownM in fome, 
(To thee, Polydamas ! an honour*d name) 
Drove through the thickest of th* embattled plahis 
The starting steeds, and shook his eager rems. 
As all on ^ly ran his ardent mind, 
The pohited aeath arrests him from behind. 
Through his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies; 
In youth^s first bloom reluctantly ne dies. 
HurlM from the lofty seat, at distance far. 
The headlong coursers spurn his empty car, 
Till sad Polydamas the steeds restraWd, 
And gave, Astynous, to thy careful band ; 
Then, fir*d to vengeance, rushM amidst the foe. 
Rage edg*d his sword, and strengUienM eve'ry blow; 

Once more bold Teucer, in his country's cause 
At Hector*s breast a chosen arrow draws ; 
And had the weapon found the destlnM way, 
Thy fall, great Trojan ! had renown'd that day. 
But Hector was not doomM to perish then: 
Th' all-wise Disposer of the fetes of meii, 
^Imperial Jove) nis present death withstands; 
Nor was such glory aue to Teucer's hands. 
At iu fiill stretch as the tough string he drew, . 
Sliuck by an bxbi unseen, it burA in two ; 
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Down diopp'd the bow : the dmft with braaen head , 

Fell innocent, and on the dust lay dead. 

Th' astonishM archer to great Ajax cries; 

Some God prevents our destined enterprise ; 

Some God, propitious to the Trojan foe, 

Has, from my arm unfailing struck the bow. 

And broke the nerve my hands had twinM with art. 

Strong to impel the flight of many a dart. 

Since heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) • 
Dismiss the bow, and lay thy arrows by ; 
(Thy arms no less sufl&ce the lance to wield) 
And quit the quiver for the ponderous shield, 
In the first ranks indulge thy thirst of fame, 
Thy brave example shall the rest inflame. 
Fierce as they are, by long successes vain, 
To force our fleet, or e'en a ship to gain. 
Asks toil, and sweat, and blood : their utmort might 
Shall find its match— no more : *tis ours to fight 

Then Teucer laid his faithless bow aside ; 
The four-fold buckler o'er his shoulder tied ; 
On his brave head a crested helm he plac'd. 
With nodding horse-hair formidably gracM ; 
A dart whose point with brass refulgent shines, 
The warrior wields; and his great brother joins. 

This Hector saw, and thus exprest his ioy, 
Ye troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Troy 1 
Be mmdful of yourselves, your ancient feme, 
And spread your glory with the navy's flame. . 
Jove is with us ; I saw his hand, but now. 
From the proud archer strike his vaunted bow. 
Indulgent Jove? how plain thy fevours shine, 
* When happy nations bear the marks divine ! 
How easy then, to see the sinking state 
Of realms accurst, deserted, reprobate ! 
Such is the fate of Greece, and such is oun, 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers. 
Death is the worst ; a fete which all must try ; 
And, lor our countiy, *tis a bliss to die. 



s 
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The gaU&nt man, though dam id fight be be» 
Tet leaves bis nation nfe, his childten free ; 
Entails a debt on all the gratefiil state ; 
His own brave friends stmll ^017 in his fiite ; 
His wile live honoui'dy all his race suc c eed ; 
And late posterity enjo^ the deed ! 

This rou8*d the soul m every Trojan breast: 
The godlike Ajaz next hie Greeks addiest: 
Ho^ long, ye wanrtors of the Ai^ve race, 
J'o generous Aigos, what a dite disgrace !) 
bw long <» these curs*d confines wiU ye lie, 
Yet undiM'min*d or to live, or die ! 
What hopes remain, what methods to retire, 
Jf once your vessels catch the Trojan fire f 
Mark how the flames approach, how near they fidl. 
How Hector calls, and Troy obe3rs his call ! 
Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 
It calls to death, and all the rage of fights. 
*Tis now no time for wisdom or debates ; 
To vour own hands are trusted all your fates ; , 
And better far in one decisive strife, 
One day should end our labour, or our life, 
Than keep this hard-got inch of barren sands. 
Still pres8*d, and pressed by such inglorious hands 
The listening Grecians reel their leader's flame. 
And every kindling bospm pants forfiune. 
Then mutual slaughters spread on either tide ; 
By Hector here the Phocian Schedius died ; 
There pierced by Ajax, sunk Laodamas, 
Chief of the foot 01 old Antenof s race. 
Polydamas laid Otus on the sand, 
Tba fierce commander of th* Epeian band. 
His lance bold Meges at the victor threw ; 
The victor stooping firom the death withdrew; 
rOiat valued life, O Phoebus ! was thy care) 
But CnEsmus' bosom took the flying spear: 
His corpse fell bleeding on the wppery shore ; 
His racuant arms triumphant M^gies bore. 
VOL. If. a 
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IX)lopS| tho son of Lampus, rushes oo. 
Sprung from the race of old Laomedon, 
And iainM for prowess in a well ifougbt field: 
He piercVi the centre of his sounding sliield : 
But M^Ees Pbyleus* ample breast-plate wore 
(Well known in fight on Selles* winding shore ; 
The king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 
Compact ana firm with many a jointed scale ;) 
Which oft, in cities storm'd, and battles won, 
Had savM the father, and now saves the son. 
Full at the Trojan's bead he urg'd his lance. 
Where the high plumes above the helmet daooe. 
Now ting'd with Tynan dye : in dust below, 
Shorn fit>m the crest, the purple honours glow. 
Meantime their fight the Spartan king survey'd, 
And stood by Meges* side, a sudden aid, 
Through Dofops* shoulder urg*d his forceful dart. 
Which held its passage through the panting heart, 
And issued at his breast With thundering sound 
The warrior falls eztendea on the ground. 
In rush the conquering Greeks to spoil the slain ; 
But Hector*s voice excites his kindred train ; 
The hero most, fipom Hicetaon sprung, 
Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and youn^; 
He (ere to Troy the Grecians crossM the main) 
Fed his large oxen on Percote*s plain ; 
But when oppressed, his country claimed his care, 
Returned to Ilion, and excelled m war; 
For this, in Priam's court, lie held his place* 
BelovM no less than Priam's royal race. 
Him Hector single:!, as his troops he led, 
And thus inflam'd him, pointing to the dead. 
Lo, Melanippus ! lo, where Dolops lies ; . 
And is it thus our royal kindred dies? 
O'ermatch'd he £edls; to two at once a ptey. 
And lo ! tliey bear the bloody arms away ! 
Come on— a distant war no longer wage. 
But hand to hand thy country's foes eqgagai 
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Tin Greece at once, and aD her gloijend, 
Or nion from her towery height descend, 
Heav'd from the lowest stone ; and biirjraU 
in one sad sepulchre, one coranion fall. 

Hector (this said) nish*d forward on the fiMit 
With equal ardour Melanippus glows: 
Then Ajax thus — O Greeks ! respect yourfiune, 
Respect yourselves, and learn an honest (iianiet 
Let mutual reverence mutual warmth inspire. 
And catch from breast to breast the noble &n. 
On Talour^s side the odds of combat lie, 
The brave live glorious, or lamented die ; 
The wretch that trembles in the field of fiime, 
Meets death, and woise than death, eternal shamiei. 

His generous sense he not in vain imparts ; 
It sunk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts, 
Theyjoin, they throng, they thicken at his call. 
And fuiiik the navy with a brazen waH ; 
Shields touching shields, in otdet blaze above, 
And stop the Trojans, tliough impeil'd by Jore. 
The fieiy Spartan first, wi^ loud applause, 
Warms the bold son of Nestor in his cause. 
Is there (he said) in arms a youth like you, 
So strong to fight, so active to pursue ? 
Why stand vou distant, nor attempt a deed ? 
Lif^ the bold lance, and make some Trojan bleed. 

He said : and backward to the lines retir'd ; 
Forth rushM the youth, with martisd fuxy fir*d ; 
Beyond the foremost ranks, his lance he threw. 
And round the black battalions cast his view. 
The troops of Troy recede with sudden fear, 
While the swift javelin hiss*d along in air. 
Advancing Melanippus met the dart 
With his bold breast, and felt it in his heart: 
Thundering he fells ; his fixlling arms resound. 
And his broad buckler rings against the ground. 
The victor leaps upon his prostrate pnze ; 
Thus ou a roe the well-breath'd beagle flies, 
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And rends h!» side, fresh-bleeding with Uie dait 
The distant hunter sent into his heart 
Observing Hector to the rescue flew ; 
Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 
So when a savage, ranging o*er the plain, 
Has torn the shepherd's dog, or shepherd swain ; 
While conscious of the deed, he glares around, 
And hears the gaUiering m«iltitude resound. 
Timely he flies the yet'untasted food. 
And gains the friendly shelter of the wood. 
So fears the youth ; all Troy with shouts pursue, 
While stones and darts in 'mingled tempests flew ; 
But, enterM in the Grecian ranks, he turns 
His manly breast, and with new fury bums. 

Now on the fleet the tides of Trojans drove, 
Fierce to fulfil the stem decrees of Jove : 
The Sire of Gods, confirming Thetis* prayer. 
The Grecian ardour quenched in deep despair; 
But lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands. 
Swells all their hearts, and stren^ens all theii hand& 
On Ida's top be waits with longing eyes, 
To view the navy blazing to the skies ; 
Then, nor till then, the scale of war shall turn, 
The Trojans fly, and conquer'd llion bum. 
These fates revolv'd in bis almighty mind, 
He raises Hector to the work designed. 
Bids him with more than mortal fUry glow, 
And drives him, like a lightning, on the foe. 
So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call, 
Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall. 
Not with more rage a conflagration rolls. 
Wraps the vast mountains, and involves the p61e& 
He tbams with wrath ; beneath his gloomy brow 
Like fiery meteors his red eye-balls glow : i 

The radiant helmet on his temples bums, 
Waves when he nods, and lishtens as he tumit 
For Jove his splendour rounoTthe chief had thiowOt 
And cast the UtM of both the hosts on one. 
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Unhappy glories ! for his iate was near, 

Due to stern Pallas, and Pelides* spear: 

Tet Jove deferred the death he was to pay, 

And gave what Fate allowed, the honours of a day! 

Now all on fire for fiune, his breast, his eyei 
Bum at each foe, and single every prize ; 
Still at the closest ranks, Uie thickest fi^t. 
He points his ardour, and exerts his might 
The Gillian phalanx, moveless as a tower, 
On all sides batter'd, yet resists his power. 
So some tall rock overhangs the hoary main. 
By winds assailM, by billows beat in vain, 
UnmovM it hears, above, the tempest blow, 
And sees the v/atery mountains break below. 
Girt in surrounding flaihes, he seems to fall. 
Like fire from Jove, and bursts upon them all : 
Bursts as a wave that from the clouds impends. 
And swellM with tempests on the ship descends; 
White are the decks with foam; the winds aloud 
Howl o'er the masts, and sing through every shroud: 
Pale, trembling, tirM, the sailors freeze with fears ; 
And instant death on every wave appears. 
So pale the Greeks the eyes of Hector meet. 
The chief so thunders, and so shakes the fleet 

As when a lion rusning from his den. 
Amidst the plain of some wide-waterM fen, 
^Where numerous oxen, as at ease they feed, 
At lai^e expatiate o'er the ranker mead ;) 
Leaps on the herds^ before the herdsman's eyes: 
The trembling herdsman far to distance flies: 
Some lordly bull (the rest dispers'd and fled) 
He singles out ; arrests, and lays him dead. 
Thus from the rag^ of Jove-like Hector flew 
All Greece in heaps ; but one he seizM, and slew: 
Mycenian Periphes, a mighty name. 
In wisdom great, in arms well known to fiune ; 
The minister of stem Eujrrstheus' ire. 
Against Afcides, Corpreus was his sire : 
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The son ledeeiuM the honours of the race, 

A son as generous as the sire was base ; 

0*er all his country's youth conspicuous for 

In every virtue, or of peace or war: 

But doomed to Hector's stronger force to yield! 

Against the margin of his ample shield 

He struck his hasty foot: his heels up-sprung; 

Supine he fell ; his brazen helmet rung. 

On the fell'n chief th' invading Trojan prest, • 

And plung'd the pointed javelin ip his breast 

His circling friends, who strove to ^ard too late 

Th' unhappy hero, fled, or sharM his fete. 

ChasM from the foreradSt line, the Grecian train 
Now man the next, receding tow'rd the main: 
Wedg'd m one body at the tents they stand, 
WallM round with stems, a gloomy de^rate band, 
Now manly shame forbids th' inglorious flight; 
Now fear itself confines them to the fight: 
Man courage breathes in man ; but Nestor most 
(The sage preserver of the Grecian host) 
£b±ort3, aaiures, to guard these utmost shores; 
And by their parents, by themselves, implores. 

O friends ! be men : your generous breasts inflame 
With equal honour, and with mutual shame! 
Think of your hopes, your fortunes; all the care 
Your wives, your mfants, and your parents shares 
Thinir of each living father's reverend head: 
Think of each ancestor whh glory dead ; 
Absent, by me they speak, by me they sue ; 
They ask their safety, and their fame, fixim yous 
The Gods their fe,tes on this one action lay, ' 
And all are lost, if you desert the day. 

He spoke, and round him bieath'd heroic firet; 
Minerva seconds what the sage inspires. 
The mist of darkness Jove around them threw 
She nlear'd, restoring all the war to view ; 
A sudden ray shot laming o'er the plain. 
And show'd the shores, the navy, and the mam: 
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Hecstor they saw, and all who fly, or fight, 
The scene wide-opening to the blaze of light. 
Fiist of the field great Ajax strikes their eyes, 
His port majestic, and his ainplc size : 
A ponderous mace, with studs of iron crowoM, 
Full twenty cubits long be swin^ around ; 
Nor fights like otl^ers fix'd to certain stands, 
But looks a moving tower above tbe bands ; 
High on tbe decks, with vast gigantic stride, 
The godlike hero stalks from side to side. 
So when a horseman firom the watery mead 
(Skilled in the manage of the bounding steed) 
Drives four fair coursers, practis?d to obey. 
To some great city through the public way ; 
Safe in his art, as side by side they run, 
He shifts his seat, and vaults from one to one ; 
And now to this, and now to tliat he flies ; 
Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. 

"From ship to ship thus Ajax swiftly flew. 
No less the wonder of the warring crew. 
As furious Heotor tliunderM threats aloud. 
And rush*d enras'd before the Trojan crowd : 
Then swift invades the ships, whose beaky proret 
LayrankM contiguous on me bending shores: 
So tbe strong eagjs from his airy height. 
Who marks the swans' or cranes* embodied flight, 
Stoop& down impetuous, wbile they light for f(wd. 
And, stooping, darkens with his wings the flood. 
Jove leads him on with his almighty hand. 
And bi-eaihes fierce spirits in his following band. 
The warring nations meet, the battle roars. 
Thick beats the combat on the sounding prores. 
Thou wouldst have thought, so funous was their fivBi 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tize ; 
As if new vigour firom new fights tliey won. 
And tbe long battle was but then begun. 
Greece, yet unconquerM, kept aliv6 the war, 
Secure oif death, confiding in despair ; 
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Troy in proud hopes, already viewed the main 
Bri^t with the blaze, and red with heroes slain ! 
Like strength is felt fiom hope and fiom despair, 
And each contends, as iiis were all the war. 

*Twas thou, bold Hector ! whose resistless hand 
First seizM a ship on that contested strand ; 
The same which dead Protesilaus bore, 
T^e first that touchM th* unhap])y Trojan shores 
For this in arms the warring nations stood. 
And bath'd their generous breasts with mutual Uood 
No room to poise ue lance or bend the hew ; 
But hand to hand, and msm to man they enrir : 
Wounded they wound ; and seek each other's beaiti 
With falchions, axes, swords, and shorten'd darts. 
The fidchions ring, sliields rattle, axes sound. 
Swords flash in air, or glitter on the ground ; 
With streaming blood tbe slippery shores are died, 
And slaughterM heroes swell tne dreadful tide. 

Still raging Hector with his amiple hand 
Grasps the high stem, and gives this loud command. 

Haste, bring the flames ! the toil of ten long yean 
IsfinishM ! and the day desir*d appears I 
This ha|]^y day with acclamations greet, 
Bright witp destruction of yon hostile fleet 
The coward counsels of a timorous throng 
Of reverend dotards, cheokM our gl<Mry loog^; 
Too long Jove lulPd us widi lethargic charmi, 
But now in peals of thunder calls to anns: 
In this great day he crowns our full desnes, 
Wakes all our rorce, and seconds all our files. . 

He spoke — the warriors, at his fierce conunand, 
Four a new deluee on the Grwian band. 
E'en Ajax paas^d (so thick the javelins fly) 
Stept back, and doubted or to live, or die. 
Yet where the oars are plac*d, he stands to wait' 
What chief approaching da res attempt his fiita t 
E*en to the last, his naval charge defends. 
Now shakes his spear, now hits, and now portends^ 
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E?9aj9t the Greekit with piercing shouts faisplras^ 
Amidst attacks, and deaths, and darts, and nres. 

O friends ! O heroes ! names for ever dear, 
Once sons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war? 
Ah ! yet be mindful of your old renown, 
Your great forefathers* virtues and your own. 
What aids expect ^u in this utmost strait ? 
What bulwarks rismg between you and fiite ? 
No aids, no bulv/arks, your retreat attend ; 
No friends to help, no city to defend. 
Thfie spot is all you have, to lose or keep; 
There stand the Trojans, and here rolls the deepi 
*Ti8 hostile ground you tread ; your native lands 
Far, &r from hence : your &.tes are in your handSb 

Rag^lg he spoke ; nor frurther wastes his breath, 
But turns his lavelm to the work of death. 
Whatever bold Trojan arm*d his daring hands, 
Ag^st the sable ships, with flaming brands ; 
So well the chief his naval weapon sped, 
The luckless warrior at his stem lay dead : 
Fidl twelve, the boldest in a moment fell. 
Sent by great Ajaz to the shades of hell. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
TVke sixth Battle; the jSete and Death of Patroelu$, 

Patroclu* (in parsaance of the reqaestof Nestor in the eleTenth 
book) entreats Achilles to suffer him to go to the assistance of 
the (rreeks ivith Achilles' troops and armoui'. He aerees to 
it, bat at the same time chaises him to content himself with 
rescuing the fleet, without farther pursuit of the enemj. The 
armour, horses, soldiers, and officers of Achilles are described. 
Achilles offei's a libation for the tuccess of hit friend, after 
which Patroclus leads the Myni|idont to battle. The Tn* 
jans, at the sight of Patroclus in Achilles' armour, takinr him 
for that hero, are cast into Uie utmost consternation ; he neata 
them off from.tbe vessels. Hector himself flies. Sarpedon 
is killed, though Jupiter was averse to his fate. Several other 

farticular^of the battle are described ; in the heat of which, 
'atrocluB, neglecting the orders of Achilles, parsaes the fo« 
to the walls of Troy ; where Anollo repulses and disaitns 
him, Euphorfous wounds him, and Hector kills him; which 
concludes the book. 



So warrM ix>th armies on th* ensaneuinM shore, 
While the black vessels smoked wim human goie. 
Meantime Patroclus to Achilles flies ; 
The streaming tears fell copious from his eyes; 
Not &ster trickling to the plains below, 
From the tali rock the sable waters flow. 
Divine Pelides, witli compassion mov*d, 
Thus spoke, indulgent to his best belov*d; 

Patroclus, sa^, what grief thy bosom bears^ 
That flows so fast in these unmanly tears? 
No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps 
From her lovM breast, with fonder passion weeps ; 
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Not more the motbei'i toul that inihiitwaroi<» 
Ching to her knees, and reaching at her anns, 
Than thou hast mine ! Oh leD me to what end 
Thy melting sorrows thus pursue thy friend ? 

Griev^st Uiou for me, or for my martial band i 
Or come sad tidings from our native land ? 
Our fathers Uve, ^our first, most tender care) 
Thy good Menoeuus breathes the yital air, 
And hoary Peleus yet extends his days ; 
Pleas*d in their age to hear their children's praise. 
Or may some meaner cause thy pity claim? 
Perhaps ^on relics of the Grecian name, 
Doomed m their ships to sink by fire and sword, 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord ? 
Whatever the cause, reveal thy secret care. 
And speak those sorrows which a firiend would sharBi 

A sigh, that instant, from his bosom broke. 
Another followed, and Patroclus spoke : 

Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breast, 
Thyself a Greek ; and, once, of Greeks the best ! 
Lo ! every chief that might her &te prevent, 
Lies piercM with wounds, and bleedmg in his tent, 
Eurypylus, Tidides, Atreus' son, 
And wise Ulysses, at the navy groan 
More for their country's wounds, than for their own. 
Their pain, soft arts of pharmacy can ease. 
Thy breast alone no lenitives appease. 

May never raee like thine iny soul enslave, 
O great in vain f unprofitably brave ! 
Thy country sliebted in her last distress. 
What firiend, what man, from thee shall hope rsdzeu? 
No-Hmen unborn, and ages yet behind, 
Shall curse that fierce, that unfoniving mind. 

O man unpi^ng ! if of man thy race ; 
But sure thou siiring'st not from a soft embrace 
Nor ever amorous hero causM thy birth, 
Nor ever tender Goddess brought thee forth. 
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Some rugged ioek*i hard entiails gave thee fbrni, 
And ragine seas producM thee in a storm, 
A soul wefi-suiting that tempestuous kind, 
So rough thy manners, so untamM thy mind. 

If some due oiacle thy breast alarm, 
If aught fiom Jove, or Thetis, stop thy aim, ^ 
Some beam of comfort ^et on Greece may shine. 
If I but lead the Myrmidonian line : 
Clad in thy dreadfijl arms if I appear, 
Proud Troy shall tremble, and desert the war: 
Without thy person Greece shall win the day, 
And thy mere image chase her foes away. 
PressM by fresh forces, her o*er-labourM train 
Shall quit the shiMi, and Greece respire again. 

Thus, blind to Fate ! with supplicating> breath. 
Thou begjg'st his arms, and m his arms thy deati* 
Unfortunately good ? a boding sigh 
Thy friend returned ; and with it, this reply: 

ratroclus! thy Achilles knows no fears; , 
Nor words from Jove, nor oracles he hears; 
Nor aught a mother^s caution can suggest ; 
The tyrant's pride Ues rooted iii my breast 
My wrongs, my wrongs, my constant thou^t eogsge^ 
Those, my sole oracles, inspire my rage : 
I made him ^rant : ^ve him power to wrong 
£*en me : I felt it ; and shall ieel it lone. 
The maid, m^ black-ey*d maid, he fonrd away, 
Due to the toils of many a well-fought day ; 
Due to my conquest of her father's rei^ : 
Due to the votes of all the Grecian tram. 
From me he forced her; me, the bold and brave ; 
Di8grac*d, dishonour^, like the meanest slave. 
But bear we this — the wrongs I grieve are past; 
^Tie time our fory should relent at last : 
I fix'd its date ; the day 1 wishM appeaia: 
Now Hector to my ships his battle bears, 
The flames my eyes, the shouts invade my eaiii 
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Go, then, Patroclufi ! ooart fiiir honour*i chtnu 
In Troy*8 fam*d fields, and in Achilles* arms: 
Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight, » 
Go, save the fleets, and conquer in my right 
See the thin relics of their bafOed band, 
At the last edge of yon deserted land ! 
Behold all Ilion on their ships descends ; 
How the cloud blackens, how the storm io^iends! 
It was not thus, when, at my sight amaz*d, 
Troy saw and trembled, as this nelmet blaz'dt 
Had not tlf injurious king our firiendship lost, 
Yon ample trench had buried half her host. 
No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear, 
Those are not dreadful, no Achilles there : 
No longer flames the lance of Tydeus* son ; 
No more your general calls his heroes on ; 
Hector, alone, 1 hear ; his dreadful breath 
Commands your slaughter, or proclaims your death. 
Yet now, Patroclus, issue to the plain; 
Now save the ships^ the rising fires restiain, 
And give the Greeks to visit Greece again. 
But heed my words, and mark a friend's command 
Who trusts bis fame and honours in thy hand. 
And from thy deeds expects th' Achaian host 
Shall render back the beauteous maid he lost 
Rage uncontrol'd through all the hostile crew. 
But touch not Hector, Hector is my due. 
Though Jove in thunder should command the war; 
Be just, consult my glory, and forbear. 
The fleet once sav'd, desist from further chase. 
Nor lead to Ilion's wbUs the Grecian race ; 
Some advMse God, thy rashnon may deatnij; 
Some God, like PhcebuS) ever kind to Txpy. 
I^t Greece, redeem'd fitom this destnictiye stmiti 
Do her own work ; and leave the rest to Fats, 
Oh ! would to all th* immoital powers abore, 
Apollo, Fltjlas, and almighty Jove ; 
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That not one Trojan might be left olive, 
And not a Greek of all the race survive ; 
Might only we the vast destruction shun. 
And only we destroy th* accursed town ! 

Such conference held the chiefs ; while on the strand 
Great Jove with conquest crownM the Trojan band. 
Ajax no more th4 sounding storm sustained. 
So thick, the daits an iron tempest rainM : 
On his tir*d arm the weighty buckler hung ; 
His hollow helm witli &lling javelins rung, 
His breath, in quick, short pan tings, comes,* and gpes} 
And painful sweat from all his members flows. 
Spent and overpowered, he barely breathes at most ; 
Yet scarce an army stirs him from his post; 
Dangers on dangers all around him grow, 
And toil to toil, and wo succeeds to wo. 

Say, Muses, thronM above the starry frame. 
How first the navy blazM with Trojan flame ? 

Stern Hector wav^d his sword : and standing near 
Where furious Ajax plyM his ashen spear, 
Full on the lance a stroke so justly sped. 
That the broad falchion loppM its brazen head : 
His pointless spear the warrior shakes in vain , 
The brazen head falls sounding on the plain. 
Great Ajax saw, and own^d the hand oiviBe, 
Confessing Jove, and trembling at the sign ; 
AVarnM, he retreats. Then swift from all sides pout 
The hissing brands ; thick streams the fieiy ^ower; 
0*er the high stem the curling volumes rise. 
And sheets of rohing smoke involve the skim. 

Divine Achilles view*d the risinff flames. 
And smote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims : 
Arm, arm, Patrocfus ! Lo, the blaze aspires ! 
The glowing ocean reddens with die nres. 
Arm, ere our vessels catch the spreading flame ; 
Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name ; 
I haste to bring the troops— The hero said ; 
The fhend with ardour and with joy obey'd* 
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He casM his limbs in bns8 ; and first around 
His nianljr legs with silver bucldes bound 
Tb6 clasping greaves ; then to his breast applies 
The flammg cuirass, of a thousand dies; 
EmblazM with studs of gold his falchion shone 
In the rich belt, as in a starry zone; 
Achilles* shield his ample shoulders npread, 
Achilles* helmet nodded o*er his head : 
Adom*d in all his terrible array, 
He flashed around intolerable day. 
Alone, untouched, Pelides* javeun stands, 
Not to be pois'd but by Pehdes* hands; 
From Pelion*s shady brow the plant entire 
Old Chiron rent, and stiap^d it lor his sire ; 
IVhose son's great arm alone the weapon wields, 
The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 

Then brave Automedon (an honoured name. 
The second to his lord in love and fame, 
In peace his friend, and partner of the war) 
The winged coursers hamess'd to the car ; 
Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed, 
Sprung finm the wind, and lilie the wind in speed : 
Whom the wing*d Harpy, swift Podarge, bore. 
By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy shore : 
Swift Pedasus was added to their side, 
(Once |reat Action's, now Acliilles* pride) 
Who, like in strength, in swiftness, and in grace, 
A mortal courser, match'd th' immortal race. 

Achiltes speeds torn tent to tent, and warms 
His hardv Myrmidons to blood and arms. 
All breathing death, around their chief they stand, 
A grim, terrific, formidable band : 
Gnm as voracious wolves, that seek the springs 
When scalding thirst their burning bowels wrings; 
When some tsQl stag, fresh-slaughterM in the wood. 
Has drench'd their wide msauate throats with blood» 
To the black fount they rush, a hideous throng, 
With paunch diitended, and with lolling toDgue,> 
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File fills their eve, their black jaws belch the goie, 
And, eor^d with slaughter, stiQ they thirst fi>v moce. 
Like nirious rush'd the Myrmidonian crew, 
Such their dread strength, and such their deathfbl View. 

High in the midst the great Achilles standee 
Directs their order, and me war commands. 
He, loT'd of Jove, had launch'd for Ilion*s shoret 
Full fiity vessels, mann'd with fifty oars: 
Five chosen leaders the fierce bands obey. 
Himself supreme in valour, as in sway. 

First maich*d Menestheus, of celes^lnrth, 
DerivM from thee, whose waters wash the earth. 
Divine l^ichius ! Jove-descended flood ! 
A mortal Biother mixing with a God. 
Such was Menestheus, but miscaU'd by fiime 
The son of Boreas, that espousM tlie dame. ' 

Eudorus next ; whom Polymele the gayi 
FamM in the gracefiil dance, producM to day. 
Her, sly Cellenins lov'd, on her would gaze, 
As with swift step she ibrmM the niouing mase : 
To her high chamber fipom Diana's quire. 
The God pursued her, urg*d, and crown*d his fire. 
The son confessed his father's heavenly race, 
And heir*d his mother's swiftness in the chase. 
Strong Eehecleus, blest in all those charms, 
That pleas'd a God, succeeded to her arms ; 
Not conscious of those loves, kmc hid from fiuoDSt 
With gifU of price he sought and won the damp) 
Her secret offspring to her sire slie bare ; 
Her sire caress'd him with a parent's caie. 

Pisander ibUow'd ; matchless in his art 
To wine the spear, or aim the distant dart; 
IVo hand so sure ot all th' Emathian line, 
Or if a surer, great Patroclus ! thhie. 

The fourtii by Phosnix' grave command wat gneVi ; 
Laeiees' valiant o&pringusd the last. 

Soon as Achilles with superior care 
Had call'd the chiefe. and onler*da]l the war. 
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Hilt stem remembnuica to his troops he gave: 
Te iar-iam*d Myrmidons, je fierce and l)rBve ! 
Think with what threats you dar*d the Tro|an thiODgi 
Think what reproach tteoe ears endued so km^ 
*' Stem son of Feleus," (thus ye us'd to say, 
While, restless, raging in your ships you lay^ 
** Oh nurs*d with gal^ unknowing how to yield ; 
** Whose rage defrauds us of so uun*d afieldi 
*' If that dire fury must for ever bum, 
** What make we here ? Return ; ye chiefs, return V* 
Such were your words — ^Now, warriors, grieve no mosa 
Lo there the Trojans ! bathe your swords in gore ! 
This day shall give you all your soul demands ; 
Glut all your hearts ! and weary all your hands ! 
Thus while he rousM the fire in evecy breast, 
Close, and more close, the listening cohorts prest ; 
Ranks wedg'd in ranks ; of anns a steely ring 
Still grows, and spreads, and thickens round the kinj^ 
As when a circling wall the builder forms, '' 

Of strength defensive against wind and storms, 
Compacted stones the thickening work ccnnpose, 
And round him wide the rising structure crows: 
So helm to helm, and crest to crest they throng, 
Shield uj^d on shield, and man drove man aK>ng | 
Thick undistinguishM plumes, tc^ther jolnM, 
Float in ope sea, and wave before the wind. 

Far o*erthe rest, in glittering pomp appeal^ 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 
Brothers in arms, with equal fury fir'd ; 
Two friends, two bodies, with one soul inspii'd. 

But mindful of the Gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coflfer in his shady tent : 
There lav on heaps his various garments roU^dy 
And costly furs, and carpets stiff with gold 
(The presents of the silver-footed dame.) 
From thence he took a bowl, of antique fittne. 
Which never man had stain*d with ruddy wiiie« 
Nor raised in oflerings to the Powen divmc : 

VOL. XI. p 
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But Peleus' ion ; and Peleus* son to none 
Had raised in olleirings, but to Jove alone. 
This tingM with sulphur, sacred ^rst to flame, 
He purs'd ; and washM it in the running stream 
Then cteansM his hands ; and hxing for a space 
His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 
Of sacrifice, the purple draught he pourM 
Forth in the midst; and thus the God implorM: 

Oh thou Supreme ! high-thron'd all-height above I 
Oh great Pelasgic, Dodonaean Jove \ 
Who *midst surrounding frosts, and vapours chill, 
I'jresid^st on bleak Dodona*s vocal bill : 
(Whose groves, Lhe Selii, race austere ! surround, 
Their feet unwashM, their slumbers on the ground ; 
Who hear, from rustling oaks, thy dark decrees ; 
And catch the fates, low-whisper*d in the breeze,) 
Hear, as of old ! Thou ^v^st, at Thetis* prayer, 
Gbry to me, and to the Greeks despair. 
LO) to the dangers of the Aghting field 
The best, the dearest of my friends, I yield ; 
Though still detennioM, to my ships confin'd ; 
Patroclus gone, I stay but half behind, 
Oh ! b^ his guard thy providential care. 
Confirm his neart, ana string his arm to war ; 
PressM by his shigle force, let Hector see 
His fame in arms not owing all to me. 
But when the fleets are savM firom foes and fire. 
Let him with conquest and renown retire ; 
Preserve his arms, presei-ve his social train. 
And safe return him to these eyes again ! 

Great Jove consents to half the chiers request, 
But heaven's eternal doom denies the rest ; 
To free the fleet was granted to his prayer ; 
His saft return, the winds di^rsM in air. 
Back to his tent the stem Achilles flies. 
And wuts the combat with impatient eyes. 

Meanwhile the troops beneath Patroclus' care. 
Invade the Trojans, and commence the war. 
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As wasps, provok'd by children in their play. 
Pour from their mansions by the broad highway, 
In swarms the guiltless traveller engaeet 
Whet all their stings, and call forth all their lags: 
All rise in anns, and with a general cry . 
Assert their waxen domes, and buzzing progeny. 
Thusfix)m the tents the fervent legion swarms, 
So loud their clamour, and so keen their arms. 
Their rising rage Patroclus* breath inspires. 
Who thus mflemies them with heroic fires : 

Oh warriors I partners of Achilles* praise ! 
Be mindful of your deeds in ancient days : 
Tour godlike master let your acts proclaim. 
And add new glories to his migh^ name. 
Think, your Achilles sees you fight : be brave, 
And humble the proud monarch whom you save. 

Joyful they heard, and kindling as he spoke. 
Flew to the fleet, involvM in fire and smoke. 
From shore to shore the doubling shouts resound. 
The hoUow ships return a deeper sound. 
The virar stood still, and all around them gaz^d. 
When great Achilles' shining armour blaz*d : 
Troy saw, and thought the dread Achilles nij^ 
At once they see, they tremble, and they fly. 

Then first thy ^pear, divine Patroclus ! flew. 
Where the war ragM, and where the tumult grew. 
Close to the stem of that &mM ship, which bore 
Unblest Protesilaus to Ilion*s shore, 
The great Paeonian, bold Pyreechmes, stood ; 

gVho led his bands from Axius* winding flood) 
is Moulder-blade receives the fetal wound ; 
The groaning warrior pants upon the ground. 
His troops, that see their country's glory slain, 
Fly diverse, scattered o'er the distant plain. 
Patroclus' arm forbids the spreadiiig fires, 
And from the hal^-bum'd ship proud Troj retires ; 
Clear'd finm the smoke the joyful navy hes: 
In heaps on heaps the fix tumultuous flies ; 



G4 THE ILIAD« BOOK X¥f. 

Triumphant Greece her rescued decks ascends, 
And loud acclaim the starry region rends. 
So when thick clouds inwrapthe mountain's hmd, 
0*er heaven's expanse like one black ceiling spread. 
Sudden, the Thunderer, with a flashing ray, 
Bursts through the darkness, and lets down the day: 
The hiUs shine out, the rocks in prospect rise. 
And streams, and vales, and forests strike the eyes; 
The smiling scene wide opens to the sight. 
And all th* unmeasured ether flames with light 

But Troy repulsed, and scatterM o'er the plains; 
ForcM from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now every Greek some hostile hero slew. 
But still Uie foremost, bold Patroclus flew ; 
As Arielycus had tura'd him round. 
Sharp in his thigh he felt the piercing wound ; 
The brazen'pointed spear, with vigour thrown. 
The thigh transfixed, and broke the brittle bone : 
Headlong he felL Next, Thoas, was thy chance. 
Thy breast, unarm'd, received the Spartan lance. 
Phylides*dart (as Amphiclus drew nigh) 
His blow prevented, and transpiercM his thigh. 
Tore all the brawn, and rent the nerves away ;- 
In darkness and in death the warrior lay. 

In equal arms two sons of Nestor stand. 
And two bold brothers of the Lycian band:. 
By great Antilochus, Atymnius dies, 
Pierc'd in the flank, lamented youth .' he lies. 
Kind Maris, bleeding in his brother's wound. 
Defends the breathless carcass on the ground. 
Furious he flies, his murderer to engage, 
JBut godlike Thrasimed prevents his rage ; 
Between his ann and shoulder aims a blow ; * 
His arm falls spouting on the dust below : 
He sinks, with endless darkness cover'd o'er; 
And vents his soul, effus'd w)th gushing goie. 

Slain bv two brothers, thus two broUien bleed, 
Sarpedon 8 firiends, Amifiodanu' seed : 
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Amisodaras, wh6| by Furies led, 
The bane of men, abhorrM ChimaBra bred ; 
SkillM in the dart in vain, his sons expire, 
And pay the forfeit of their guilty sire. 

StoppM in the tumult, Cleobulus lies 
Beneati) Oileus* arm, a living prise ; 
A living prize not long the Trojan stood ; 
The thiru^ falchion cmmk his reeking blood : 
PlungM in his throat the smokii^ weapon lies ; 
Black death, and fate unpityiug, seal his eyes. 

Amid the i-anks, with mutual thirst of &me, 
Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus came ; 
In vain their javelins at each other flew. 
Mow, met in arms, their ea^r swords they drew. 
On the plum'd crest of his Beeotian foe. 
The darine Lycon aim*d a noble blow ; 
The sword broke short ; but his, Peneleus sped 
Full on the juncture of the neck and head : 
The head, divided bv a, stroke so just, 
Hung by the skin : the body sunk to dust 

Overtaken Neamas by Merion bleeds, 
Pierc'd through the shoulder as he mounts his steeds; 
Back from the car he tumbles to the ground r^ 
His swimming eyes eternal shades surround. 

Next Erymas was doom*d his fate to feel. 
His open mouth received the Cretan steel : 
Beneath the brain the point a passage tore, 
Crashed the thin bones, and drow'nM the teeth in gore; 
His mouth, his eyes, his nostrils, pour a flood ; 
He sobs his soul out in the gush of blood. 

As when the flocks neglected by tlie swam 
(Or kids, or lambs) lie scattered o*er the plain, 
A troop of wolves th* unguarded, chai^ survey, 
And rend the trembling, unresisting prey : 
Thus on the foe the Greeks impetuous came y 
Troy fled, unmindful of her former fame. 

But still at Hector godlike Ajax aimM, 
Still pointed at his breast, his javelin flam*d : 
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The Troian chief, experieocM in the field, 
0*cr his broad shoulders spread the massy shield, 
ObservM the storm of darts the Grecians pour, 
And on his buckler caught the ringing shower. 
He sees for Greece the scale of conquest rise, . 
Yet 8)ops, and turns, and saves his lov^d allies. 
As when the hand of Jove a tempest forms. 
And rolls the cloud to blacken heaven with stotms, 
Dark o*er the fields th* ascending vapour flies. 
And shades the sun, and blots the ^Iden skies ; 
So firom the ships, along the dusky plain. 
Dire Flight and Terror drove the Trojan trahi. 
E'en Hector fied ; through heaps of disarray 
The fiery coursers forc'd their lord away : 
While far behind his Trojans fall confiisM ; 
Wed^d in the trench, in one vast carnage bruis*d .* 
Chariots on chariots roll ; the clashing spokes 
Shock ; while the madding steeds break short their yoktt : 
In vain the^ labour up the steepy mound ; 
Their charioteers lie foaming on the ground. 
Fierce on the rear, with shouts, Patroclus flies; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and skies * 
Thick drifts of dust involve their rapid flight ; 
Clouds rise on clouds, and heaven is snatch'd from sigbL 
Th* affrighted steeds, their dying lords cast down. 
Scour o*er the fields, and stretch to reach the town. 
Xjoud o*er the rout was beard the victor's cry. 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickest die. 
Where horse and arms, and chariots lie o*ettbrown, 
And bleeding heroes under axles groan. 
No stop, no check, the steeds of Peleus knew ; 
From bank to banJ^, th* immortal coursers flew, 
High-bounding o'er the fosse ; the whirling car 
Smokes through the ranks, o'ertakes the flying war, 
And thunders after Hector ; Hector flies, 
♦ Patroclus shakes his lance ; but Fate denies. 
Not with less noise, with less unpetuous force, 
The tide of Trqjans urge their desperate course, 
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Thah when in autumn Jove his fury poun^ 

And earth is loaden with incessant showers, 

(When guilty mortals break th^ eternal laws, 

Or judges bribed, betray the righteous cause) 

From their deep beds he bids Sie rivers rise. 

And opens all the flood-gates of the skies: 

Th' impetuous torrents from tlieir hills obey, 

Whole fields are drownM, and mountains swept away 

Loud roars the deluge till it meets the main. 

And tremblipg jnan sees all his labours vain. 

And now the chief (the foremost troops repell*d) 
Back to the ships his destinM progress held. 
Bore down halt Troy in his resisuess way. 
And forcM the routed ranks to stand the day. 
Between the space where silver Samois flows, 
Wliere lay the fleets, and where the rampires vm^ 
All grim in dust and blood, Patroclus stands, 
And turns the slaughter on the conquering bands. 
First Pronous died beneath his fiery dart, , 

Which piercM below the shield his valiant heart 
Thestor was next ; who saw the chief appear, 
And fell the victim of his coward fear ; 
Shrunk up he sat, with wild and haggard eye, 
Nor stood to combat, nor had force to fly : 
Patroclus marked him as he shunnM the war, 
And with unmanhr tremblings shook the car. 
And droppM tl^ flowing reins. Him *twixt the jawi 
The javeun sticks, and firom the chanot draws. 
As on a rock that over-han|s the main. 
An angler, studious of the Ime and cane. 
Some mighty fish draws panting to the shore, 
Not with less ease the barbed javelin bore 
The gapine dastard : as the spear was shook, 
He Mlt and lijfe his heartless breast forsook. 

Next on Eryalus he flies: a stone 
Laig^ as a rock, was by his fury thrown ; 
FuU on his crown the ponderous fiagtn/mt flew^ 
And buiat Ihe helm, an^ deft the head in two: 
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Pkone to the ground the breathless warrior fell. 
And death iiivolvM him with the shades of heU. 
Then low in dust Epaltes, Echius, lie ; 
Ipheas, Evippus, PolymeluSi die ; 
Ampboterus, and Erymas succeed, 
Ana last Tlepolemus and Pyres bleed* 
Where'er he moves, the growing slaughters spread 
In heaps on heaps, a monument of dead. 

Wlien now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 
Grovelling in dust, and gasping on the field, 
With this reproach his dying host he warms, 
Oh, stain to honour ! oh, di^race to arms ! 
Forsake, inglorious, the contended plain ; 
This hand, unaided, shall tlie war sustains 
The tasli be mine, this hero's strength to try, 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an army fly 
He spake ; and, speaking, leaps from off the car; 
Patrockis lights, and sternly waits the war. ^ 
As when two vultures on the mountain's height 
Stoop with resounding pinions to the fight ; 
They cufi^ they lear, they raise a screaming cry 
The desert echoes, and the roclcs reply t 
The warriors thus oppos'd in arms, engagp . 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view'd the combat ; whose event foreseen. 
He thus bespoke his Sister and his Queen : 
The hour draws on ; the Destinies ordain. 
My godlike son shall press the Phry^an plaint 
Alrea«<y on the veins of death he stands. 
His life is ow'd to fierce Patroclus' hands. 
What passions in a parentis breast debate ! 
Say, shall I snatch him from impending fiito^ 
And sand him safe to Lycia, distant frir 
From all the dangers and the toils of war; 
Or to his doom my bravest offspring yield. 
And fatten with celestial blood tlie field? 

Then thus the Goddess with the radiant eyett 
What words are thesof Oh soTerai(a of the dtlesl 
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Short is the date preseribM to mortal man ; > 

SbaJl Jove, for one, extend the narrow B()an, > 

Whose bounds were fixM before his race began t ) 

How many suns of Gods, foi!pdoom*d to death, 

Before proud llion, must reugn their breath ! 

Were thine exempt, debate would rise above, 

And murmuring Powers condemn their partial Jova 

Give the bold chief a glorious &te in fight ; 

And when th' ascending soul has wing*d her flight, 

Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy command, 

The breathless body to his native land. 

His Aneuds and people, to his luture praise, 

A marble tomb and pyramid shall raise, 

And lasting honours to his ashes give ; 

His^une ('tis all the desui can have) shall live. 

She said ; the Cloud-compeller, overcome, 

Assents to &te, and ratifies the doom. 

Then, touch*d with grief, the weeping heaviens distill*d 

A shower of blood o*er all the iatal field ; 

The Goo, his eyes averting finom the plain, ) 

Laments his son, predestined to be slain, V 

Far hom the Lycian shores,his happy native reign. > 

Now met in arms, the combatants appear. 
Each heavM the shield, and pois*d the lifted spear: 
From strong Patroclus* hand the javelin fled, 
And passM the groin of valiant Thirasymed; 
The nerves unbrac'd, no more his bulk sustain, 
He fells, and falling, bites the bloody plain. 
Two sounding darts the Lycian leadejc threw ; 
The first aloof with errine fuiy flew, 
The next transpierc'd AcniUes* mortal steed. 
The generous Pedasus of Theban breed, 
Fix'clin the shoulder's joint he reelM aroimd, 
BoUM in the bloody dust, and pawM the slippery ground. 
His sudden fell th* entanj^ed harness broke ; 
£ach axle crackled, and the chariot sliook : 
When bold Automedon, to disengage 
The staiting^coursers, and restrain their ra^ 
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Dhrides the traces with his sword, and iieed 
Th* enciimber'd chariot from the dying steed : 
The rest move on, obedient to the rein ; 
The car rolls slowly o*er the dust^ plain. 

The towering chiefs to fiercer ngtit advance, 
And first Sarpedon whirPd his weighty lance, 
WlHch o'er the warrior's shoulder took its course, 
And spent in empty air its dying force. 
Not so Patroclus* never-erring dart ; 
Airo'd at his breast, it piercM the mortal part, 
Where the strong fibres bind the solid heart 
Then, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall. 
Or pine (fit mast for some great admiral) 
Nods to the axe, till with a groaning sound 
It sinks, and spreads its honours on the ground : 
Thus fell the king ; and laid on earth supine. 
Before his cliariot stretch'd his form divine : 
He craspM the dust distainM with streaming gore. 
And, pale in death, lay groaning on the shore. 
So lies a bull beneath the lion's paws. 
While the grim savage grinds with foamy jaws 
The trembling limbs, and sucks the smoking blood ; 
Deep groans, and hollow roars, rebellow thro' the wood. 

Then to the leader of the Lycian band 
The dying chief addressed his last command t 
Glaucus, be bold ; thy task be first to dare 
The glorious dangers of destructive war. 
To lead my troops, to combat at their head, 
Incite the living, and supply the dead. 
Tell them, I chai^M them with my latest breath 
Not unrevengM to bear Sarpedon's death. 
What grief, what shame, must Glaucus undergo, 
If these spoil'd anns adorn a Grecian foe ! 
Then as a friend, and as a warrior, fight ; 
Defend my body, ccmquer in my right ; 
That, taught by great examples, aU may try 
Like thee to vanquish, or like me to die. 
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HeceasM; the Fates suppiessM his laboorlng breath, 
And his eyes darkenM witn the shades of deaiiL 
Th* msulting yictor with disdain bestrode 
The prostrate prince, and on his bosom trod ; 
Then drew the weapon fjrom his panting heart. 
The reeking fibres cunging to the dart ; 
From the wide wound gitshM out a stream of bloodp 
And the soul issued in the purple flood. 
His flyinv steeds the Myrmidons detain, 
Unguidea, now, their mighty master slain. 
AU-impotent of aid, transfixM with grief, 
Unhappy Glaucus heard the dying chief. 
His pamful arm, yet useless with the smart 
Inflicted late by Teucefs deadly dart, . 
Supported on his better hand he stayM ; 
To Phoebus then (Hwas all he could) he pray*d: 

All-seeins monarch ! whether Lycia*s coast, 
Or sacred Iiion, thy brieht presence boast, 
Powerful alike to ease the wretches smart: 
Oh hear me ! God of every healing art f 
Lo ! stiff with clotted blood, and pierc'd with pain, . 
That thrills my arm, and shoots through every vein 
I stand unable to sustain the spear, 
And sigh, at distance from the glorious war. 
Low in the dust is great Sarpedon laid, 
Nor Jove vouchsard his hapless offspring aid. 
But thou, O God of Health! thy succour lend. 
To guard die relics of my slaughter^ friend. 
For thou, though distant, canst restore my m^ht, 
To head my Lvcians, and support the fight. 

Apollo heara ; and, suppliant.as he stood, 
Hie heavenly hwad restraint the flux of blood; 
He drew the dolors from the wounded part. 
And breath'd a spirit in his rising heart 
RenewM by art aivine, the hero stands, 
And owns th* assistance of immortal hands. 
First to the fight his native troops he warms, 
Then loudly caUi on Troy's vindictiye axms ; 
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With ample strides he stalks from place to ptace ; 
Nov7 fires Agenor, now Polydamas ; 
iBneas next, and Hector he accosts,; 
In&ming thus the rage of all their hosts. 

What thoughts, regardless chief! thy breast 6mpk}yf 
Qh too forgetUil of the firiends of Troy ! 
Those generous friends, who, from their country fiur, 
Breathe their brave souls out in another's war. 
See .' where in dust the great Sarpedon lies, 
In action valituit, and in council Wise, 
Who guarded right, and kept his people free ; 
To all his Lyciaus lost, and lost to thee 1 
Stretch'd by Patroclus' arm on yonder plains, 
Oh save from hostile rage his lov*d remains : 
Ah let not Greece his conquerM tiophies boast. 

Nor on his corse revenge her heroes lost. 

He spoke ; each leader in his grief partook, 

Troy, at the loss, through all her legions shook. 

TransfixM with deep regret, they view overthrown 

At once his country s pUlar, and their own ; 

A chief, who led to Troy's beleaguer'd wall 

A host of heroes, and outshined them alL 

Fir'd they rush on ; first Hector seeks the foes, 

And with superior vengeance greatly glows. 
But o'er the dead the fierce Patroclus stands. 

And, rousing Ajax, rousM the listening bands. 
Heroes, be men ! be what you were before: 

Or weigh the great occasion, and be more. 

The chief who taught our lofty walls to yield, 

Lies pale in death, extended on the field. 

To guard his body, Troy in numbers files ; 

•Tis half the glory to maintain our prize. 

Haste, strip his arms, the slaughter round him spread, 

And send the living Lycians to the dead. 
The heroes kindle at his fierce command ; 

The martial sauadrons close on either hand : 

Here Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 

Thessalia there, and Greece, oppose their arras. 
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With hcnrid shouts th^ circle round the tfain ; 
The clash of armour nnes o*er all the plain. 
Great Jove, to swell the horrors of tlie fight, 
Oer the fierce armies pours pernicious night 
And round his son confounds the warring hosts 
His fate ennobling with a crowd of ghosts. 

Now <jrreece gives way, and great Epigeus fells ; 
Aeacleus* son, from Budium*s lofty walls ; 
Who, chas'd for murder thence, a suppliant came 
To Peleus and the silver-footed darab ; 
Now sent to Troy, Achilles* arms to aid. 
He pays due vengeance to his kinsroan^s shade. 
Soon as his luckless hand had touchM the dead, 
A rock^s laipe fragment thundered on his head ; 
HurPd by Hectorean force, it cleft in twain 
His shatter'd helm, and stretchM him o*6r the slidn. 

Fierce to the van of fight Patruclus came. 
And, like an ea^le darting at his game, 
Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian band ; 
What grief thy heart, what fury iirg*d thy hand. 
Oh generous Greek ! when with full vigour thrown 
At Sthenelaus flew the weighty stone, 
Which sunk him to the dead : when Troy too near 
That arm, drew back ; and Hector leam*d to fear. 
Far as an able hand a lance can throw, 
Or at the lists, or at the fighting foe ; 
So fer the Trojans from their lines retir'd ; 
Till Glaucus turning, 8J1 the rest inspired. 
Then Bathyclxus fell beneath his rage. 
The only hope of Chalcon*s trembling age : 
Wide o*er the land was stretched his large domaniy 
With stately seats, and riches, blest in vain ; 
Him, bold with youth and eager to pursue 
The flying Lycians, Glaucus met, and blew; 
PieicM through the bosom with a sudden wound. 
He fellj and, felling, made the fields resound. 
Th' Achaians sorrow for their hero slain ; 
With coqqueriDg' ehoatstbe Trojans ghste the plain, 
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And crowd to spoil the dead : the Greeks oppose ; 
An iron circle round the carcass grows. 

Then brave Lac^nus resignM his breath, 
DespatchM by Merion to the shades of death : 
On Ida's holy hill he made abode, 
The priest of Jove, and honoured like his God. 
Between the jaw and ear the javelin went; 
The soul, exhaling, issuM at the vent. 

His spear, iEneas at the victor threw. 
Who, stooping forward, from the death withdrew; 
The lance hissM harmless o'er his covering shield, 
And trembling struck, and rooted in the field ; 
There 3ret scarce spent, it quivers on the plain 
Sent by the great JEneas' arm in vain. 
Swift as thou art (the raging hero cries) 
And skillM in dancing to dispute the prise, 
My spear, the destined passage had it found, 
Had fix'd thy active vigour to the ground. 

Oh valiant leader of the Dardau host ! 
(Insulted Merion thus retorts the boast) 
Strong as you are, 'tis mortal force you trast. 
An arm as strong may stretch thee m the dust 
And if to this my lance thy &te be given. 
Vain are thy vaunts ; Success is still from heaven ; 
This instant sends thee down to Pluto's coast; 
Mine is the glory, his thy parting ghost 

O firiend (Menoetius' son this answer gave) 
With words to combat, ill befits the brave ; 
Not empty boasts the sons of Troy repel, 
Your swords must plunge them to the shades of helL 
To sp^k, beseems the council ; but to daxe 
In glorious action, is the task of war. 
This said, Patroclus to Che battle flies ; 
Great Merion follows, and new shouts arise ; 
Shields, helmets, rattle, as the warriors close ; 
And thick and heavy sounds the storm of blowi. 
As through the shrilling vale, or mountain ground 
The labours of the woodman's asce resound ; 
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Blows foUowiog blows are heard le-echoing wide» 
While cracklinc Ibxests fall on eveiy side. 
Thus echoM all the fields with loudalanDS, 
So £bU U>e warriors, and so rung their arms. 

Now great Sarpedon on the sandjp shore, 
His heavenly form de&ced with dust and gore, 
And stuck with darts by warring heroes shed, 
Lies undistinguishM firum the volear dead. 
His long-diluted corse the chieU enclose, 
On every side the busy combat grows ; 
Thick as beneath some shepherd^s thatchM abode, 
(The pails hieh foaming with a milky flood,) 
The bvssung lies, a pereevering train, 
Incessant swarm, and chas*d, return again. 

Jove viewed the combat with a stern survey. 
And eyes that flashM intolerable day. 
Fix'd on the field his sight, his breast debates 
The vengeance due, and meditates the fktes : 
Whether to urgp their prompt effect, and call 
The force of Hector to Patroclus' ^, 
This instant see his short-liv d trophies won. 
And stretch him breathless on his slaughtered son ; 
Or yet, with many^a souPs untimely fl^ht. 
Augment the ftime, and horror of the fight 
To crown Achilles^ valiant friend with praise 
At length he dooms ; and that his last of days 
Shall set in elory ; bids him drive the foe ; 
Nor unattended see the shades below. 
Then Hector's mind he fills with dire dismay ; 
He mounts his car, and calls his hosts away. 
Sunk with Trov's heavy fates, he sees decline 
The scales of Jove, and pants with awe divme. 

Then, nor before, the hardy Lyciansfled, 
And left their monarch with the common deadi 
Around, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of caroAge rises, as the heroes fall. 
(So Jove decreed !) At length the Greeks obtain 
The prize contested, tad despoil the slain. 
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The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, 
Patroclus* ships the glorious spoils adorn. 

Then thus to Phoebus, in the realms above, 
Spoke from his throne the cloud-compelling Jove : 
Descend, my Phoebus .' on the Phrygian plam, 
And from -the fight convey Sarpedon slain \ 
Then bathe his body in the crystal flood ; 
With dust dishonoured, and deform'd with blood ; 
O'er all his limbs ambrosial odours shed, 
And with celestial robes adorn the dcaid. 
Those rites discheLr|'d, his saored corse bequeath 
To the soft armd of silent Sleep and Death. 
They to his friends the mournful charge shall bear, 
His friends a tomb and pyramid shall rear; 
What honours mortals aner death receive, 
Those unavailing honours we may give ! 

Apollo bows, and from mount Ida's height, 
Swin to the field precipitates his flight ; 
Thence firom the war the breathless hero bore, 
Yeird in a cloud to siKer Simois' shbre ; 
There bathM his honourable wounds, anddrest 
His manly members in th' immortal viest; 
And with perfumes of sweet ambrosial dews, 
Restores his freshness, and his form renews. 
Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged race. 
Of matchless swiftness, but of silent pace, 
Received Sarpedon, at the God's command. 
And in a moment reach'd the Lycian land ; 
The corse amidst his weeping friends they laid, 
Whbre endless honours wait the sacred shade. 

Meanwhile Patmclus pours along the plains. 
With foaming coursers, and with loosen'd reins. 
Fierce on pie Trojan and the Lycian crew. 
Ah, blind to fate ! thy headlone fiiry flew : 
Against what Fate and powerful Jove ordain. 
Vain was thy friend's command, thy courage vain. 
For he, the God, whose counsels uncontndMi 
Dianaythe mighQr, and coufiMind the bold» 
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» 
The God who gives, resumes, and orders all, 
He urgM thee on, and urgM Uiae on to feU. 

y/\M first, brave hero ! by that ann was slain, 
Who last, beneath thj vengeance pressM the plain ; 
When Heaven itself thy iiual iiiry led, 
And caU*d to fill the number of the dead ? 
Adrestus first ; Autonoiis then succeeds ; 
Echeclus follows ; next young Megas bleeds: 
Epistor, Menalippus, bite the ground ; 
llie slaughter, Lusus and Miuius crownM: 
Then sunk Pylartes to eternal night; 
The rest dispersing, trust their fates to fli^t 

Now Troy tmd stoop*d beneath bis matchless power, 
But flaming Phoebus kept the sacred tower. 
Thrice at the battlements Patroclus strook, 
His blazing aegis thrice Apollo shook: 
He tried the fourth ; when, bursting from the cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud : 

Patroclus I cease ; this heaven-defended wall 
Defies thy lance ; not fated yet to ^1 ; 
Thy firiend, thy gieater fiatr, it shall withstand, 
Troy shall not stoop e'en to Achilles* hand. 

So spoke the God who darts celestial fires: 
The Greek obeys him, and with aw« retires: 
While Hector, checking at the Scean gates 
His panting coursers, in his breast debates, 
Or in the field his forces to employ. 
Or draw the troops within the waHs of Troy. 
Thus while he thought, beside him Phcebus stood. 
In Asius' stiape, who reign*d by Sangar*s flood ; 
(Thy brother, Hecuba ! from Dymas sprung, 
A valiant warnor, haughty, bold, and young) 
Thus he accosts him. What a shameful sight I 
Gods ! is it Hector that forbears the fight t 
Where thine my vigour, this successful roear 
Should soon convince thee of so false a fear. 
Turn then, ah turn thee to the field of fame 
A nd in Patroclus' blood efEaice thy sbamei 

vol. I!. e 
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Pnfaaps Apollo shall thy^mns woceed, 
And heaven ordain him by thy lance to ^leed. 

So nx^ th* in^iring God ; then took his flig|ht, 
And pliing*d amidst the tumult of the fight 
He bids Cebhon drive the tapid car ; 
The lash resounds, the coursers rush to war , 
The God the Grecians' sinking souls deprest, 
And pourM swift spirits through each 'Trojan bi<eul» 
Fiitroclus lights, impatient for the ^ght ; 
A spear his left, a stone employs his right. 
With all his nerves he drives it at the foe ; 
Pointed above, and rough and gross below : 
The ftdling ruin crushM Cebrion's head, 
The lawless offspiuig of king Priam's bed ; 
His front, brows, eyes, one undistinguish'd wound 
The bursting balls drop sightless to the ground. 
The charioteer, while yet he held the lein. 
Struck from the car, fells headlong on the plain. 
To the dark shades the soul unwminff g^des, 
While the proud victor thus his foil derides 

Good Heavens ! what active feats yon artist showi J 
What skilful divers are our Phrygian foes ! 
Mark with what ease they sink into the sand ! 
, Fiw, that all their practice is by lai^d ! 

Then rushing sudden on his prostrate prise, 
To spoil the carcass fierce Patroclus flies • 
Swift as a lion, terrible and bold, 
That sweeps the fields, depopulates the fold ; 
Pierc'd through the dauntless heart, then tumbles akiia ; 
And from his ftital coura^ finds his bane. 
At once bolrl Hector leaping from his car, 
Defends the body, and provokes the wur. 
Thus for some suughter'd hind, with equal rage, 
Two lordly rulers of the wood engage ; 
Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades, 
And echoing roars rebellow through the shades. 
Stem Hector fiutens on the warrior's head, 
And by tlie foot Patroclu« drags the dead. 
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While an around, coniusion, fage, and fright 
Mix the c<X)iending host in mottal fight 
So, pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud ' 
In tne deep bosom of some eloom^ wood ; ^ 
Leaves, arms, and trees, aioU in air are blown. 
The broad oaks craclde, and the sylvans groan ; 
This way and that, the rattling thicket bends. 
And the whole ferest in one crash descends. 
Not with less noise, with less tumultuous rage, 
In dreadful shock the minted hosts engage. 
Darts shower*d on darts, now round the carcass ring ; 
Now flights of arrows bounding from the string: 
Stones follow stones ; some clatter on the fields, 
Some hard, and heavy, shake the sounding shields. 
But where the riung whirlwind clouds the plains, 
Sunk in soft dust the mighty chief remains, 
And, stretchMin death, forgets the guiding reins ' 
Now flaming from the Zeni&, Sol had driven 
His fervid orb through half the vault of heaven ; 
While on each host with equal tempest fell 
The showering darts, and numbers sunk to heU. 
But when his evening wheels overhung the main, 
Glad conquest rested cm the Grecian train. 
Then from amidst the tumult and alarms. 
They draw tlie conquer*d corse, and radiant aims. 
Then rash Patroclus with new fury glows. 
And, breathing slaughter, pours amid the foes. 
Thrice on the press like mars himself he flew, 
And thrice three heroes at each onset slew. 
There ends thy glory ! there the tl'ates untwine 
The last, black remnant of so oright a line ; 
Apollo dreadfiil stops thy middle way ; 
Death calls, and Heaven allows no longer day ! 

For lo .' the God in dusky clouds enshrined. 
Approaching, dealt a staggering blow behind. 
Tne weighty shock his neck and shoTilders feel ; 
His eyes flash sparides, lus stunned senses rod 
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In giddy darimess: far to distance flung, 
His bounding hebnet on the champaign rung. 
Achilles* plume is stained with dust and gore, 
That plume, which never stoop'd to earth before ; 
Long usM, untouchM, in fighting fields to shine, 
And shade the temples of the man divine. 
Jove dooms it now on Hector^s helm to nod ; 
Not long — for iate pursues him, and the God. 

His spear in shivers fiills : his ample shield 
Drops from his arm : his baldric strows the field: 
The corslet his astonished breast forsakes : 
Loose is each joint ; each nerve with horror shakei 
Stupid he stares, and all-assistless stands : 
Such is the force of more than mortal hands ! 

A Dardan youth there was, well-known to fiime. 
From Panthus sprung, Euphorbus was his name; 
Fam*d for the manage of the foaming horse, 
SkiUM in the dart, and niatclilcss in toe course * 
Full twenty knights he tumbled fix>m the car, 
While yet he learnM his rudiments of war. 
His venturous spear first drew the heroes gore; 
He struck, he wounded, but he durst no more ; 
Nur, though disarmM, Fatroclus* fury stood : 
But swift withdrew the long-protended wood. 
And tum*d him short, and herded in the crowd. 
Thus, by an arm divine, and mortal spear. 
Wounded at oncej Patroclus yields to fear. 
Retires for succour to his social train. 
And flies the fate, which Heaven decreed, in tud. 
Stern Hector, as the bleeding chief he views, 
Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat pursues; 
The lance arrests him with a mortal wound ; 
He fidls, earth thunders, and his arms resound. 
With him all Greece was sunk ; that moment all 
Her yet-surviving heroes seemM to fiilL 
So, scoichM with heat, along the desert shore* 
The roaming lion meets a bnstly boar* 
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Fast bj the spring ; they both dispate the flood. 
With flaming eyes, and jaws besmearM with blood ; 
At length the sovereign savage wins the strife, 
And the torn boai resigns his thirst and life. 
Patroclus thus, so many chiefs o'erthrown, 
So many lives effiisM, expires his own. 
As dying now at Hector's feet he lies, 
He sternly views him, aiid triumphing criet : 

Lie there, Patroclus ! and with thee, the joy 
Thy pride once promisM, of subverting Troy ; 
The fancied scenes of llion wrapt in names, 
And thy soft pleasures servM with captive damea 
Unthinking man ! I fought, those towers to free, 
And cuard that beauteous race from lords like thee: 
But thou a prey to vultures shalt be made ; 
Thy own Achilles cannot lend thee aid ; 
Though much at parting that great chief might say. 
And much enjoin thee, this important day, 
** Return not, my brave friend (perhaps he said) 
Without the bloody arms of Hector dead." 
He spoke, Patroclus marched, and thus he sped. 

S opine, and wildly gazing on the skies. 
With faint, expiring breath, the chief replies : 

Vain boaster ! cease, and know the Powers divine; 
Jove*s and Apollo*s is this deed, not thine ; 
To Heaven is ow'd whatever your own you caU, 
And Heaven itself disarmed me ere my falL 
Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might. 
Opposed me fairly, they had sunk in figlit : 
By Fate and Phcebus was I first overthrown, 
Euphorbus next ; the third mean part thy own. 
But thou, imperious ! hear my latest breath ; 
The Gods inspire it, and it sounds thy doath. 
Insulting man, thou shalt be soon, as I ; 
Black fate hangs o*er thee, and thy hour draws night 
E'en now on life's last verge I see thee stand, 
I sec thee fell, and by Achilles' hand* 



10ft THE ILIAD. BOOK XYl 

He faints ; the soul unwilling wings her way 
(The beauteous body left a load of 6lay,) 
Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coast ; 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost ! 

Then Hector, pausing as his eyes he fed 
On the pale carcass, thus addressed the dead : 

From whence this boding speech, this stem decree 
Of death denounced, or why denounce to mef 
Why not as well Achilles* mte be given, 
To Hector's lance ? who knows the will of Heaven f 

Pensive he said ; then pressing as he lay 
His breathless bosom, tore .the lance away; 
And upwards cast the corpse : the /eeking spear 
He shakes, and charges the bold charioteer. 
But swift Automedon with loosen'd reins 
Wrapt in the chariot o^dr the distant plains, 
Far from his rag^ th* knmortal coursers drove ; 
Th* immortal coursers were the gift of Jove. 



THE ILIAD. 



BOOKXTII, 



THE ARGUMENT. 
TU Mivmttk Mt*k,fw tk* Bodif of P^tnehm HuJioU ^ 

Meiielan, apon the death of Patroclm. defeodt hk bodr ftnm 
the coem j : Euphorbus, who attenpta it, U tlain. Rector 
adraacini^, Menc Ia4i8 retires ; but aooo retumi with Ajas, and 
drtTet him off. This Glaocus objects to Hector u a 0irhtt 
who thereupon pots on the annour he had won from Patrocliui« 
and renews the battle. The Oreeks give waj, tiU Ajax ral- 
lies them i i&neas sustains the Trojans. ACoeas and Hecter 
attempt the chariot of Achilles* which is borne off b^ Auto- 
medon. The hofses of Achilles deplore the lossof Patroh 
dus; Jupiter covers his body with a th|ck dsrkness; the no- 
ble prajerof Ajax on that occasion. Meoelans sends Antil^^ 
ehns to Achilles, With the news of Patrocliis's death ; theo 
returns to the fight, where, though attacked with the utmost 
fury, he and Merionesi assisted bj the Ajuxes, bear off tho 
bodT to the ships. 

The time is the evening of the eight-aod-twenti«th dajr. TlM 
scene lies in the fields before IVoj. 



Or the cdd earth divine Patrodus spread, 
IJes piero*d with wounds among the vulgar dead. 
Great Menelaus, toucbM with eenerous wo, 
SraringB to the front, and guards him from the foe: 
Tlius round her new-fall*n young, the heifer movesi 
Fruit of her throes, and first bom of her loves; 
And anxious (helpless as he lies, and bare) 
Turns, and re-turns her, with a rootbec's cars. 
Opposed to each that near the carcass came, 
His broad shield glimmers, and his lances flaioe. 

The son of Panthus, skilled the dart to send, 
Eyes the dead hero, and insults the fiieiid* 
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This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low ; 
Warrior, desist, nor tempt an equal blow : 
To me the spoils my prowess won, resim ; 
Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The Trojan thus : the Spartan monarch bumM 
With generous anguish, and in scorn returned. 
Laugh'st thou not, Jove ! £rom thy superior throM^ 
When mortals boast of prowess not their ownf ^ 
Not thus the lion glories in his might. 
Nor panther braves his spotted foe in fight, 
Nor thus the boar ^those terrors of the plam) 
Man only vaunts his force, and vaunts m vain. 
But far the vainest of the boastful kind 
These sons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. 
Yet *twas but late, beneath my conquering steel 
This boaster's brother, Hypersnor, fell. 
Against our arm which rashly he defied. 
Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride. 
These eyes behdd him on the dust expire. 
No more to cheer his spouse, or glad his sire. 
Presumptuous youth V like his shall be thy doom. 
Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom ; 
Or, while thou may*st, avoid the tlireatenM fete; 
Fools stay to leel it, and are wise too late. 

Unmoved, Euphorbus thus: That action kn^nvn. 
Come, for my brother's blood repav thy own. 
His weeping father claims thv desthi'd head, 
And spouse, a widow in her bridal bed, 
On these thy conquei'd spoils I shall bestow, 
To sooth a consort's and a parent's wo. 
No longer then defer the glorious strife. 
Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 

Swift as the word the missile lance he flings, 
The well-aim*d weapon on the buckler rings, 
But blunted by the brass innoxious falls. 
On Jove the father, great Atrides calls. 
Nor flies Uie javelin from his arm in vain, 
It piercM bis throat, and bent him to the plain ; 
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Wide through the neck appears the grisly wound, 
Prone smks the warrior, and his arms resound. 
Tne shining circlets of his eolden hair, 
Which e*en the Graces might be proud to wear, 
InstarrM with gems and gold, bestrow the shorei 
With dust dishonoat*d, and deformM with gore. 

As the young olive, in some sylvan scene, 
CrownM by ifr^ fountains with etenial green, 
Lifts the gay head, in snowy flow'rets iair, 
And plays and dances to the eentie air ; 
When lo ! a whirlwind from high heaven invades 
The tender plant, and withers ul its shades ; 
It lies uprooted from its genial bed, 
A lovely ruhi now defacM and dead. 
Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay. 
While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 
Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize, 
Affirighted Troy the towering victor flies : 
Flies, as before some mountain lion*s ire. 
The village curs and trembling swains retire ; 
When o*er the slaughtered bull they hear him roar. 
And see bis jaws distil with smoking gore ; 
All pale with fear, at distance scattered round, 
Th^ shout incessant and the vales resound. 

Meanwhile Apollo viewM with envious eyes. 
And uig*d great Hector to dispute the prize 
(In Mentes* shape, beneath wnose martial care 
The rough Ciconians leamM the trade of war.) 
Forbear, he cried, with fruitless speed to chase 
Achilles' coursers, of ethereal race ; 
They stoop not, these, to mortal man^s command, 
Or stoop to none but great Achilles' hand. 
Too long amus'd yptn a pursuit ho vain, 
Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus slain ! 
By Sparta stain .* for ever now supprest 
llie fire which bumM in that undaunted breast ! 



And 



Thus having spoke, Apollo wing'd his flight, 
Qd mix'd with mortals m the toils of fig^t ; 
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His words infixM unutterable care 
Deep in great Hector's soul ; through all the war 
He darts his anxious eye ; and instant view'd 
The breathless hero in his blood imbrued, 
^Forth swelling firom the wound, as prone he lay) 
And in the victtuc's hands the shining prey, 
SheathM in bright arms, thro* cleaving ranks he flie% 
And sends his voice in thunder to the skiesf 
Fierce as a flood of flame hy Vulcan sent. 
It flew, and fir'd the nations as it went 
Atrides flrom the voice of storm divin'd. 
And thus explorM his own unconquer'd mind: 

Then shall I quit Patroclus on the plain, 
Slain in my cause, and for my honour slain I 
Desert the arms, the relics of my friend f 
Or, angly, Hector and his troops attend ? 
Sure where such partial fovour Heaven bestow'd, 
To brave the hero were to brave the God : 
Forgive me, Greece, if once I quit the field ; 
*Tis not to Hector, but to Heaven I yield. 
Tet, nor the God, nor Heaven, should give me lear. 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear: 
Still would we turn, still battle on the plains, 
And give AchiHes all that yet remains 
Of his and our Patroclus. — ^This, no more. 
The time allowed: Troy thickenM on ^ shDie, 
A sable scene .' The terrors Hector led. 
Slow he recedes, and sighing quits the dead. 

So from the fold th* unwilling lion parts, 
ForcM by loud clamours, and a storm of darts; 
He flies mdeed, but threatens as he flies, 
'With heart indienant, and retorted eyea 
Now enter'd in Se Spartan ranks, he tumM 
Hi^ manly breast, and with new iury Ijum'd, 
0*er all the black battalions sent his view. 
And through the cloud the eodlike Ajax knew; 
Where lat»uring on the len the warrior Aood, 
All grim in amis» and covered o*er with blood. 
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There breathing coimge, wheie the God of day 
Haid sunk each heart with terror and dismay. 

To him the king: Oh Ajax, oh my friend ; 
Haste, and Fatioclus* lov^il remains defend: 
The body to Achilles to restore, 
Donands our care ; alas, we can no more ! 
For naked now, de^ilM of arms he lies; 
And Hector ^ories m the dazzling prize. 
He said, and touchM his heart The raging pair 
Pierce the thick battle, and i>rovoke the war. 
Already had stem Hector seizM his head, 
And doomM to Trojan dogs th* unhappy dead ; 
But soon (as Ajai^ roar*d his tower-like shield) 
Sprung to his car, and raeasur'd back the field. 
His train to Troy the radiant armour bear, 
To stand a trophy of his lame in war. 

Meanwhile great Ajax (his broad shield displayed) 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful shade ; 
And now before, and now behind he stood : 
Thus in the centre of some gloomy wood. 
With many a step the lioness surrounds 
Her tawny young beset by men and bounds; 
Elate her heart and rousing all her powers, 
Dark o'er the fiery balls each hanging eye-brow lowanu 
Fast by his side, the generous Spartan ^ws 
With great revenge, and feeds his inward woe^ 

ButGlaucus, leader of the Lycian aids. 
On Hector firowning, thus his flight upbraids: 
Where now in Hector shall we Hector find } 
A manly form without a.roanly mind. 
Is this, O chief! a hero's boasted fame? 
How vain, without the merit, is the name ! 
Since batde is renounced, thy thoughts employ 
What other methods may preserve thy Tray; 
*Tis time to try if llion's state can stand 
By thee alone, nor a^ a foreign hand ; 
Mean, empty boast ! but shall the Lycians stake 
Their lives for you ? those Ljc^ans you foxsake ^ 
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What from thy thankless anns can we expect? 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy base ne^ectt 
Say, ^all our daughter'd bodies guard youi waUs* 
While unrevengM the great Sarpedon falls ? 
£*en where he died for Troy, you left him there, 
A feast for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 
On my command if any Lycian wait. 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy to &te 
Did such a spirit as the Gods impart 
Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan heart, 
(Such as should bum in every soul, that draws 
The sword for glory, and his country's cause ;) 
£*en yet our mutual arms we misht employ. 
And drag yon carcass to the walls of Troy. 
Qh ! were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon*s arms, and honourM corse again ! 
Greece with Achilles* friend should be repaid. 
And thus due honours purchasM to his shade. ' 
But words are vain — let Ajax once appear, 
And Hector trembles, and recedes with fisar ; 
Thou dar'st not meet the terrors of his eye ; 
And lo ! already thou prepar'st to fiy. 

The Trojan chief with fixM resentment ey'd 
The Lycian leader, and sedate replied : 

Say, is it just (my friend) that Hector's ear 
From such a warrior such a speech should hear ? 
I deem*d thee once the wisest of thy kind, 
But ill this insult suits a prudent mind. 
I shun great Ajax f I desert my train f 
*Tis mine to prove the rash assertion vain ? 
I jov to mingle where the battle bleeds, 
And hear the thunder of the soundine steeds. 
But Jove's high will is ever uncontrord, 
The strong be withers, and confounds the bold ; 
Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 
Strikes the firesh garland from the victor's brow ! 
Come, through yon squadrons let us hew the way 
And thou be witness, if I fear this day i 
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If yet a Greek the ngbt of Hector dread, 
Or yet their hero dare defend the dead. 

Then turning to the martial hosts, he criei, ' 
Te Trojans, Dardaus, Lycians, and allies ! 
Be men (my iriends) in action as in name, 
And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 
Hector in proud AchiUes* arms shall shine, 
Tom from his friend, by ridit of conquest mine. 

He strode along the nelo^as thus he said : 
rrbe sable plumage nodded o*er his head) 
swiit through the spacious plain he sent a look. 
One instant saw, one instant overtook 
The distant band, that on the sandy shore 
The radiant spoils to sacred Ilion bore. 
There his own mail unbracM the field bestrowM ; 
His train to Troy conveyM the massy load. 
Now blazing in th' immortal arms he stands, 
The work and present of celestial hands ; 
By aged Peleus to Achilles given, 
As first to Peleus by the court of Heaven : 
His &ther*s arms not lon^ Achilles wears, 
Forbid by feite to reach his iather^s years. 

Him, proud in triumph, glittering firom afar, 
The God whose thunder rends the troubled air. 
Beheld with pity, as apart he sate. 
And conscious, look'd through all the scene of fittfli 
He shook the sacred honours of his head ; 
Olympus trembled, and the Godhead said : 

Ah, wretched man ! unmindful of thy end ! 
A moment* s glory ! and what &tcs attend? 
In heavenly panoply divinely brieht 
Tbou stand^st, and armies tremble at thy sight. 
As at Achilles* self! beneath thy dart 
Lies slain the great Achilles' dearer part : 
Thou finm the mighty dead those arms hast torn 
Which once the greatest of mankind had worn. 
Yet live ! I give Siee one illustrious day, 
A Uaze of ^oiy ere thou &d'st awiiy. 



110 THE ILIAD. BOOKXVn. 

For ah ! no more Andromache shall isome, 
With joyful tears to welcome Hector home ; 
No more officious, with endearing charms, 
From thy tir'd limbs unbrace PeBdes* arms ! 

Then with his sable brow he gave the nod, 
That seals his word ,- the sanction of the God. 
The stubborn arms (by Jove^s command dis|x>8M 
Conformed spontaneous, and around him closM ; 
FillM with tne God, enlargM his members grew, 
Through all his veins a. sudden vigour flew, 
The blood in brisker tides be^an to roll. 
And Mars himself came rushmg on his souL 
Exhorting loud through all the field he strode. 
And lookM, and mov^d, Achilles, or a God. 
Now Mesthles, Glaucus, Medon, he inspires, 
Now Phorcvs, Chromius, and Hippothoiis fires , 
The great I'hesilochus like fury found, 
Astcropsus kindled at the sound, * 
And Ennomus, in augury renown'd. 
Hear, all ye hosts, and hear, unnumber'd bands 
Of neighbouring nations, or of distant lands ! 
*Twa8 not for state we summonM you so fiu-, 
To boast our numbers, and the pomp of war; 
Ye came to fight : a valiant foe to chase. 
To save our present, and our fijture race. 
For this, our wealth, our products tou enjoy, 
And glean the relics of exliausted Troy. 
Now then to conquer or to die prepare. 
To die or conquer, are tlie terms of war. 
Whatever hand shall win I^eitroclus slain. 
Whoe'er shall drag him to the Trojan train. 
With Hector's self shalj equal honours claim ; 
With Hector part the spo'l, and share the feme. 

Fir'd by his words, the troops dismiss their fetm, 
They join, they thicken, they protend their spears: 
* ull on the Greeks they drive in firm array. 
And each firom Ajax hopes the glorious prey t 
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Vainhcpe! what nmnben dnll the field o*enpread 
What victims perish loand the mighty dead ! 

Great Ajax maik*d the crowing stonn from fiur» 
And thus bespoke his foro£er of the war: 
Our fiital day, alas f is come (my finend,) 
And all our wars and glories at an end ! 
'Tis not this corse alone we guard in vain, 
Condemn'd to vsltures on the Trojan plain , 
We too nmst yield: the same sad ftte must fidl 
On thee, on nie, perhaps (m^ friend) on alL . 
See what a tempest direfiu Hector spreads. 
And lo ! it bursts, it thunders on our heads ! 
Call on our Greeks, if any hear the call. 
The bravest Greeks: this hour demands Uiem all. 

The waitior raisM his voke, and wide ieuround 
The fidd le-echoed the distressful sound. 
Oh chiefs ! ch princes i to whose hand is given. 
The rule of men ! whose glory is fran Heaven .' 
Whom with due honours both Atrides grace ; 
Te guides and guardians of our Aigive race ! 
All, whom this welKknpwn voice shall reach from fiu^ 
All, whom I Bee not through this cloud of war; 
Come all ! let generous rage your arms employ. 
And save I^ttroctus from Uie dogs of Tn^. 

Oilean Ajax first the voice obey'd,. 
Swift was bis pace, and xeadv was his aid ; 
Next him Idomeneus, more slow with age. 
And Merlon, burning with a heroes rage. 
The long succeeding numbers who cain name ? 
But aU were Greeks, and eager all for fiime. 
Fierce to the chaiee great Hector led the duong; 
All Troy embodied, ruah*d with shouts along. 
Thus, when a mountein-billow foams uid ravts^ 
Where some swohi river disembogues its waves, 
Fun in the mouth is stopped the rushiDg tide 
The boiling ocean works ttam side to side, 
The river trembles to its utmost shore, 
And distant rocks re^beUow to the roar. 
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Nor less resolvM the firm Achaian band 
With brazen shields, in horrid circle stand : 
Jove, pouring darkness o*er the mingled fi^ht, 
Conceals the warriors* shining helms in night: 
To him the chief for whom the host contend, 
Had liv*d not hatetiil, for he livM a friend & . 
Dead he protects him with superiof t^are, 
Nor dooms his carcass to the birds of air. 

The first attack the Grecians scarce slurtam, 
BepulsM, they yield, the Trojans seize the slam; 
Then fierce they rally to revenge, led on 
By the swifl rage of Ajax Telamon. 
^Ajax to Peleus* son the second name, 
fo graceful statute next, and next in fkme.) 
With headlong force the fiiremost raiiks he tore; 
So through the thicket bursts the mountain boar, 
And ridely scatters, &r to distance round. 
The frighted hunter, and the baying hound. 
The son of Lethus, brave Pelafl)(us* heir, 
tiippothoiis, dragged the caicass through the war ; 
The sinewy ancles bor*d, the feet he Iwund 
With tiiongs, inserted through the double wound: 
Inevitable fate overtakes the deed ; 
DoomM by great Ajax' vengeful lance to bleed: 
It cleft the helmet's brazen chedu in twain ; 
The shattered crest and horse-hur strow the plain: 
With nerves relax'd he tumbles to the ground: 
The brain comes gushing through the gtmstly wound : 
He drops Patroclus' foot, and o'er him spread 
Now lies, a sad companion of the dead: 
Far from Larissa lies, his native air, 
And ill requites his parent's tender care. 
Lamented youth ! in life's first bloom he 611, 
Sent by great Ajax to the shades of helL 
Once more at Ajax, Hector's javelin flies: 
The Grecian marking as it cut the skies, 
Shunn'd the descendmg death ; which hiraqg on 
Stzelch'd in the dust the great Iphytus' son, 
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Schedius the braTe, of all t^e Phociao kind 
The boldest warrior and the noblest mind : 
In little Panope for strength renowned. 
He held his seat, and nil*d the realms around. 
' Plnng*d in his throat, liie weapon drank his blood, 
And deep transpiercing through the shoulder stood } 
In clanging arms the hero fell, and ajl 
The fields resounded with hie weighty hXL 

Phorcys, as slain Hippothous be defends, 
The Telajnonian lance his belly rends ; 
TheJioUow armour burst before the Stroke, 
Awthrough the wound the rushing entrails broks 
lai^rong convulsions panthig on the sands 
i^e lies, and sraips the dust with dying hands. 

Struck at' we si^ht, recede the Trojan train; 
The shouting Argives strip the heroes slain. 
And DOW hw Troy, by Greece compeird to yidd, 
Fled to her ramparts, and resigned me field ; 
Greece, in her native fortitude elate, 
With Jove averse, had tum'd the scale of fiito 
But Phoebus urgM JEneas to the fight ; 
He seemM like aged Periphas to sight t 
(A herald in AnchisesMove grown old, 
Kever*d for prudence ; and with pmdence, bold.) 
Thus he— what methods yet, oh chief! remain. 
To save your Troy, though Heaven its fall ordain? 
There have been heroes, who, by virtuous care, 
By valour, numbers, and by arcs of war, 
mve forcM the powers to spare a sinking state, 
And gained, at length, the glorious odds of fate. 
But you, when fortune smiles, when Jove declares 
His partial favour, and assists your wars, 
.Your shameful efforts *gainst yourselves employ, 
And force th* unwilline God to ruin Troy. 

Mnetis through the form assumed descries 
The Power concealM, and thus to Hector criet) 
Oh lasting shame ! to our own fears a prey. 
We seek our jamparts, aad desert the day. 

VOU IL H 
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A God (nor is he less) roy bosom wanns» 
And telu me, Jove asserts &e Trojan aims. 
- He spoke, and foremost to the combat flews 
The bold example all his host pursue. ^ 

Then first, Leocritus beneath him bled. 
In vain belovM by valiant L^comede ; 
Who view'd his iall, and, grieving at the chance^ 
Swift to revenge it, sent his angry lance : 
The whirling, uuice, with vigorous force addrest, 
Descends, and pants in Apisaon's breast : 
From Dch Pieoiua-s vales the warrior came, 
Next thee, Asteropeus! in place and fkaxp, 
Asteropeus with grief beheld the slain, 
And TushM to combat, but he rushM in vain : 
Indissoluble firm, around the dead. 
Rank withm rank, on buckler buckler spread. 
And hemmM with bristled spears, the Grecians rtood. 
A brazen bulwark, and an iron wood. 
Great Ajax eyes them with incessant care. 
And in an orb contracts the crowded war. 
Close in their ranks commands to fight or &11,. 
And stands the centre and the soul of all: 
FixM on the spot they war, and, wounded, wound ; 
A sanguine torrent steeps the reeking ground ; 
On heaps the Greeks, on heiq>8 the Trojans bled. 
And, thickening round them, rise the huls of dead. 

Greece, in close order, and collected mi^t. 
Yet suflfers least, and sways the wavering!^; 
Fierce as conflicting fires, the combat burns. 
And now it rises, now it sinks by turns. 
In one thick darkness all the figl\t was lost; 
The sun, the moon, and all th* ethereal host 
SeemM as extinct : day ravish'd firom their qres. 
And all heav*n*8 splendours Uotted from the sktoa} 
Such o*er Patroclus* body hung the night. 
The rest in sunshine fou^t, and open lidit 
Unclouded there, the aerial azure spread. 
No vapour rested on the mountain's head. 
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The golden son poux'd ibrth a stronger ray. 
And all the broad expansion flamed wi^ day. 
DispersM around the pUin, by fits they fight, 
And here, and there, tneir 9catler*d arrows light : 
But death and darkness o*er the carcass q>read. 
There bumM the war, and there the mighty bled. 

Meanwhile the sons of Neslor, in the rear^ 
Their feUows routed, toss the distant spear, 
And skirmish wide : so Nestor gave command, 
When from the ships he sent the Pylian band. 
The youthful brothers thus for ftune contend. 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles* friend ; 
In thought they view'd him still, with martial joy. 
Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. 

But round the corse, the heroes pant for breath. 
And thick and heavy grows the work of death : 
Cerlabour'd now, with dust^ and sweat, and gore. 
Their knees, their legs, their feet are cover*d o*er ; 
Drops follow drops, Uie'clouds on clouds arise. 
Ana carnage clogs their hands, and darlmess fills their 

eyes. 
As when a slauehter'd builds yet-reeking hide, 
StrainM with fiul force, and tugg'd from side to fide, 
The brawny curriers stretch ; and labour o*er 
Th* extended surface, drunk with fat and gpre ; 
So tugging round the corse both armies sUxkI ; 
The mangled body bath*d in sweat and blood : 
While Greeks and Ilions equal strength employ. 
Now to the ships to force it, now to Troy. 
Not Palkis* sell^ her breast when fury wtmns. 
Nor be whose anger sets the world Jn arms. 
Could blame this scene ; such rage* such horror .leigp'd. 
Such Jove, to honour the great dead, ordain*d. 
>. Achilles in his ships at distance lay, 
. Nor knew the fatal fortune of the day : 
He, yet unconscious of Patroclus* fidl. 
In dust extended under nion*s wall. 
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Expects him ^orious from the conquez'd plain. 
And for his wi^M return prepares in vain: 
Though well be knew, to make proud llion bend. 
Was more than heaven had destinM to his &ieod : 
Perhaps to him : this Thetis had reveaVd ; 
The rest, in pi^ to her son conceaVd. 

Still ng^d the conflict round the hero dead. 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bled, 
Curs*d be the man (ev'n private Greeks would say) 
Who dares desert this well-disputed day I 
First may the cleaving earth before our ms 
Gape wide, and drink our blood for sacrifice ! 
First perish all, ere haughty Troy shall boart 
We lost Patroclus, and our glory lost ! 

Thus tbev. While with one voice the Trmans said. 
Grant this day, Jove ! or heap us on the dead i 

Then clash their sounding arms ; the clangours rin^ 
And shake the brazen concave of the skies. 

Meantime, at distance from the scene of blood. 
The pensive steeds of great Achilles stood ; 
Their godlike master slain before their eyes, 
They \irept, and sharM m human miseries. 
In vain Automedon now shakes the rein. 
Now plies the lash, and sooths and threats in vain ; 
Nor to the fight nor Hellespont they go. 
Restive they stood, and obstinate in wo : 
Still as a tomb-stone, never to be mov'd. 
On some good man or woman unreprovM 
Lays its eternal weight ; or fix*d, as stands 
A marble courser by tlie sculptor's hands, 
Plac'd on the hero's grave. Along their face. 
The biff round drops coursM down with silent paca* 
Conglobing on the dost. Their manes, that late 
Circled their arched neclu, and wav'd in state, 
Trailed on the dudt beneath the yoke were spread. 
And prone to earth was hung their languid bead : 
Nor Jove disdain*d to cast a pitying look, 
Wnile thus relenting to the steeds he spoka : 
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Unhappy eoursen of immortal stmin ! 
Edcempt from agp) and deathless now in vain; 
Did we ypur race on mortal man bestow. 
Only, alas .^ to share in nfiortal wo? 
For ah ! what is there, of inferior birth, 
'jThat breathes or creeps upon the dust of earth ; 
What wretched creature of what wretched kind. 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and Uind ? 
A miserable race ! but cease to mourn ; 
For not by you shall Priam*8 son be borae 
High on the q)lendid car : one glorious prize 
He rashly boasts ; the rest our will denies. 
Ourself will Swiftness to your nerves impart, 
Ourself with rising spirits swell your heart. 
Automedon your rapid flight shall bear 
Safe to the navy through the storm of war. 
For yet *tis given to Troy, to ravage o'er 
The field, and spread her slaughters to the shore ; 
The sun shall see her conquer, till his fall 
With sacfed darluiess shades the face of all^ 

He said ; and, breathing in th* immortal horse 
Excessive spirit, uig'd them to the course ; 
From their nigh manes they shake the dust, and bear 
The kindling chariot through the parted war: 
So flies a vulture through the clamorous train 
Of geese, that scream, and scatter round the plafai. 
From danger now with swiftest speed they flew, 
And now to conquest with like ^ed pursue ; 
Sole in the seat the charioteer remains, 
Now plies the javelin, now directs the reins: 
Him brave Alcimedon beheld distrest. 
Approached the chariot, and the chief addrest: 
What God provokes thee, rashly thus to dare, 
Alone, unaided, in the thickest war? 
Alas ! thy friend is siain, and Hector wields 
Achilles' arms triumphant in the fields. 
In happy time (the charioteer replies) 
The bold Alcimedon now greets my eyes ; 
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No Greek like him the heavenly steeds lestrains, 

'Or holds their fury in suspended reins: 

Patroclus, whUe he liv*d, their rage could tame, ' 

But now Fatroclus is an empty name ! 

To thee I yield tj^ seat, to tnee resign 

The ruling charge : the task of fight be mine. 

He said. Alcimedon, with active heat, 
Snatches the reins, and vaults into the seat. 
His friend descends. The chief of Troy descried. 
And called £neas fighting near his side. 
Lo, to my sight beyond our hope restor'd, 
Achilles* car^ deserted of its lord ! 
The ^orious steeds our read^ arms invite, 
Scarce their weak drivers guide them thro* the fi^^t: 
Can such opponents stand, /When we assail? 
Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevaiL 
' The son of Venus to ttM9 counsel yields, 
Then o*er their backs they spread tlieir solid shields ; 
With brass refulgent the broad surface shin^d, 
And thick bull-hides the spacious concave lin*d. 
Them Chremius follows, Aretus succeeds, , 
Each hopes the conquest of the lofty steeds; 
In vain, Diave youths, with glorious hopes ye bum. 
In vain advance ! not fated to return. 

Unmov'd, Automedon attends the fight. 
Implores th* Eternal, and collects his might. 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntless mind; 
Oh keep the foaming coursers close behind .' 
Full on my shoulders let their nostrils blow, 
For bard the fight, deterrainM is the foe ; 
*Ti8 Hector comes ; and wben he seeks the prize, 
War knows no mean : he wins it, or he dies. 

Then through the field, he sends his voice aloud, 
And calls th* Ajaces from the warring crowd, 
With great Atrides. Hither turn (he said,) 
Turn, where distress demands immediate aid ; 
The dead, encircled by his firiends, for^o, 
And save the living mm a fiercer foe. 
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Unhelp'd we stand, uneaual to enga^ 

The force of Hector, and Eneas' rage .- 

Yet mighty 48 they are, mv force to prove 

Is only mine : th* event beurngs to Jove. 
He spoke, and high the sounding iavelin fluog, 

Which passed the shield of Aretus tne young ; 

It pieicM his belt, embossM with curious art ; 

TheD in the lower belly stuck the dart 
As when a ponderous axe descendins full. 
Cleaves the broad forehead of some orawny bull ; 
Struck Hwixt the horns, 1m springs with, many a bound, 
Then,tumbling|roUs enormous on the ground : 
Thus fell the youth ; the air his soul receiv*d. 
And the spear trembled as his entrails heav'd. 

Now at Automedon the Troian foe 
DischargM his lance ; the meditated blow, 
Stooping, ha shunnM ; the javelin idly fled* 
And hiss*d innoxious o*er the heroes head : 
Deep rooted in the ground, the forceful spear 
In long vibrations spent its funr there. 
With clashing folchions now the chiefs bad doi^dt 
But each brave Ajax heard and interpos'd , 
Nor longer Hector with his Trojans stood, 
But left their slain companion m his blood* 
His arms Automedon divests, and crieS| 
Accept, Patroclus, this mean sacrifice. 
Thus have I sooth'd my griefe, and thus liave paid* 
Poor as it is, some offering to tiiy shade. 
So looks the lion o'er a mangled boar. 
All grim with rage, and horrible with gore ; 
High on the chariot at one bound he sprung. 
And o*er his seat the bloody trophies hung. 

And now Minerva from the realms of air. 
Descends impetuous, and renews the war ; 
For, pl«as*d at length the Grecian arms to aid. 
The k>rd of Thunders sent the blue-eyM Maid. 
As when high Jove, denouncing future wo, 
0*er the dark clouds extends his puzpla bow* 
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In sign of tempests firom the troubled air, 
jr from the rage of man, destructive war} 
The drooping cattle dread tb^impending skies, 
And from his half-tillM field the labourer flies. 
In such a form the Goddess round her drew 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 
Assuming Phoenix* shape, on earth slie fidls, 
And in his well-known voice to Sparta calls; 
And lies Achilles' friend, belovM by all, 
A prey to dogs beneath the Trojan waU? 
What shame to Greece for future times to tell, 
To thee, the greatest, in whose cause he fell ! 

Oh cbief^ oh fether ! (Atreus* son replies) 
O full of days ! by long experience wise ! 
What more desires my soul, tlian here unmoved. 
To guard the body of the man I lov'd f 
Ah would Minerva send me strength to rear 
This wearied arm, and wfiurd the storm of war! 
But Hector, like the rage of fire, we dread, 
And Jove*8 own glories blaze around his head. 

Pleased to be first of all the powers addrest. 
She breathes new vigour in her hero's breast. 
And fills with keen revenge, with fell despita 
Desire of blood, and rage, and lust of fight 
So bums the vengeful hornet (soul all o'er) 
Repuls'd in vain, and thirstjr still of gore ; 

8 Mid son of 8ur and heat) on anery wlngt 
ntam'd, untir'd, he turns, attacks, and stingn 
Fir'd with like ardour fierce Atrides flew. 
And sent his soul with every lance be threw. 

There stood a Trojan not unknown to iam«^ 
Eetion's son, and Podes was his name ; 
With riches honoured, and ¥rith couiage btosty 
Bv Hector lov'd, his ccHnrade, and his guest ; 
Through his broad belt the spear a pdsnge fiNiiid» 
And ponderous as he falls, his arms resound. 
Sudden at Hector's side Apollo stood, 
Like FhsBnops, Anus' son, appear'd the Ood \ 
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(AaiuB the gnat, who hdd his wealthy raign 

lu fait Abydos, by ibe rolling main.) 
Ob prince, (he cried) oh twemost onoe in fiune! 

What Grecian now shall tremble at thy name ? 

Dost thou at lengtii to Menelaiis yield, ' 

A chief once th<Might no terror of the field ; v 

Vet singly, now, tiM long disputed prize 

He bean victorious, whSe our army flies. 

By the same ann illustrious Pocles bled ; 

llie friend of Hector, unrevengM, is dead ! 

This heard, o*er Hector spreads a cloud of wo, 

Run lifts his lance, and drives him on the foe. 
But now th' Eternal shook his sable shield, 

That shaded Ide and all the subject field. 
Beneath its ample veree. A rolling cloud 
InvolvM the mount ; me thunder roax'd aloud ; 
Th' affi-ightediiills from their foundation nod. 
And blase beneath the lightnings of the God: 
At one regard of his all-seeing eye, 
The vanquished triumph, and the victors dy. 

Then trembled Greece : the flight Peneleus led : 
For as the brave Boeotian tumMnis head 
To face the foe, Polvdamas drew near, 
And razM his shoulder with a shortenM spear: 
B^ Hector wounded Letius quits the plain, 
Pieic*d through the wrist ; and, n^ng with the pemy 
Grasps his once formidable lance iu vam. 

As Hector followM, Idomen addrest 
The flaming Ravelin to his manlv breast ; 
The brittle pomt before his corslet yields ; 
JSxulting Troy with clamour fills the fields: 
High on his chariot as the Cretan stood. 
The son of Friam whirPd the missive wood : 
But, erring from its aim, th* impetuous spear 
Struck to the dust the squire and charioteer 
Of martial Merion : Coeranus his name, 
Wbo left fair Lyctus for the fields of fiune. 
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On foot bold Merion fought ; and now, laid low. 
Had gracM the triumphs of his Trojan foe ; 
But the brave squire the ready coursers broug^ 
And with his life his inaster^s safety bought. 
Between his cheek and ear the weapon went, 
The teeth it shattered, and the tongue it rent. 
Prone from the seat he tumbles to the plain ; 
His dving hand foists the falling rein : 
Thb Merion reaches, bending from the car, 
And urges to desert the hopeless war; 
Idomeneus consents ; the lash applies ; 
And the swift chariot to the navy ffies. 

Nor Ajax less the wOl of heaven desciied. 
And eonqueBt shifting to the Trotan side, 
Tum*d by the hand of Jove. Tiien^thus begun* 
To Atreus* seed, the godlike Telamon. 

Alas ! who sees not Jove^s almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trcnan bandf 
Whether the weak or strong discharge the dart. 
He guides each arrow to a Grecian heart: 
Not so our spears : incessant thoi^ they rain. 
He suffers every lance to fell in vain. 
Deserted of the God, yet let us tiy 
What human streneUi and prudence can supply ; 
If yet this honourM corse, in triimiph borne, 
May glad the fleets that hope not our return. 
Who tremble yet, scarce rescued from their fetes, 
And still hear Hector thundering at their gates. 
Some hero too must be despatchM to bear 
The mournful message to Pelides* ear; 
For sure he knows not; distant on the shore. 
His friend, his )ov*d Patrocltlis is no more. 
But 4uch a chief I spy not through the host: 
The men, the steeds, the armies, all are lost 

In general darkness Lord of earth and air! 

Oh Kinff ! oh Father ! hear my humble prayer: 
Dispel this cloud, the light of Heaven restore ; 
Give me to see, and Aiax asks no more 
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If Greece must perish, we thy will obey. 
But let us perish in the fiiee of day ! 

With tears the hero spoken aiid at his prayer 
The God relenting, clear'd the clouded air ; 
Fortl) burst the sun with all-cnli^tening ray ; 
The blaze of armour fiashM against the day. 
Now, now, Atrides ! cast around thj si^t. 
If yet AntOochus survives the fight, 
Let him to great Achilles* ear convey 
The fatal news Atrides hastes away. 

So turns the lion from the nightly fold. 
Though high in .courage, and with hunger bold, 
Lon^ gaUM by herdsmen, and long vex^d by^ hounds, 
Stiff with &t^e, and fretted sore with wounds \ 
The darts ffjr round him from a hundred hands, 
And the red terrors of the blazing brands: 
Till late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits the untasted prey. 
So mov*d Atrides fit>m his dangerous place 
With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace ; 
The foe, he fearM, might yet Patroclus ^n. 
And much admonishM, much adjur'd his train. 

Oh, guard these relics to your charge consig|n*d, 
And bear the merits of the dead in mind : 
How skillM h6 was in each obliging art ; 
The mildest manners, and the genttest heart: 
He was, alas ! but &te decreed his end ; 
In death a hero, as in life a firiend ; 

So parts the chief; from rank to ramk he flew, 
And round on all sides sient his piercing view. 
As the bold bird, endued with snhrpest eye 
Of all that wine the mid aerial sky. 
The sacred eagjfe, ftoai his walks above 
Looks down and sees the distant thicket move ; 
Then stoops, and, sousing on the quivering hare, 
Snatches his life amid the clouds of air. 
Not witli less quickness, his exerted sight 
Pass'd this, and that way, through the ranks of fig^itt 
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Till on the left the chief he sought, he found ; 
Cheering his men, and spreading deaths around. 

To him the king. BelovM of Jove ! draw near. 
For sadder tidings never touched thy ear, 
Thy ^es have witnes8*d, what a fatal turn ! 
How Ilion triumphs, and th* Acbaians mourn 
This is not all : Patroclus, on the sliore. 
Now pale and dead, shall succour Greece no more. 
Fly to tiie fleet, this instant fly, and tell 
The sad Achilles, how his lov*d one fell: 
He too may haste the naked corpse to gain ; 
The arms are Hector's, who despoiPd 3ie slain. 

The youthful warrior heard with silent wo, 
From his faur e^es the tears began to flow ; 
Big with the mighty grief, he strove to say 
Wbat sorrow dictates, but no word found way. 
To brave Laodncus his arms he flung. 
Who near him wheeling, drove his steeds along , 
Then ran, the mournful message to impart, 
With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart 

Swii\ fled the youth : nor Menelaiis stands, 
(Though sore distrest) to aid the Pylian bands; 
But bids bold Thrasymede those troops sustain ; 
Hmiself returns to his Patroclus slain. 
Gone is Antilochus (the hero said) 
But hope not warriors, for Achilles* aid : 
Thougn fierce his rage, unbounded be his wo, 
Unarm'd, he fights not with the Trojan fiae. 
*Tis in our hands alone our hopes remaui, 
*Tis our own vigour must the dead regain ; 
And save ourselves, while with impetuous hate 
Troy pours along, and this wav rolls our fiite. 

*Ti8 well (said Ajax) be it then thy care, 
With Merion*s aid, the weighty corse to rear; 
Myself and my bold brother will sustain 
The shock of Hector and his chaiging train : 
Nor fear we armies, fighting side by side ; 
What Trey can dare, we have already tried, 
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Have tried it, and have stood. The hero laid. 

High from the ground the warriors heave the dead. 

A general clamour ri&es at the sight : 

Loud shout the Trojans, and renew the fight 

Not fiercar rush along the gloomy wood, 

With raf^e insatiate, and with thirst of hlood, 

Voracious hounds, that many a length before 

Their furious hunters, drive the wounded boar; 

But, if tiie savaee turns his glaring eye, 

They howl aloof, and round the forest fly. 

Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour. 

Wave their thick ralchions, and their javelins shower 

But Aiax turning, to their fears they yield. 

All jMue they tremble, and forsake ihe field. 

While thus aloft the heroes corse they bear, 
Behmd them rages all the storm of war ; 
Confusion, tumult, horror, o^er the throng 
Of men, steeds, chariots, urg'd the rout along : . 
Less fierce the winds with rising flames conqpire, 
To whelm some city under waves of fire ; 
Now sink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes ; 
Now crack the blazing temples of the Gods ; 
The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls. 
And sheets of smoke mount heavy to the poles. 
The heroes sweat beneath their honoured load: 
As when two mules along the rugged road. 
From the steep moimtain with exerted strength 
Drag some vast beam, or mast's unwieldy length ; 
Inly tlicy groan, big drops of sweat distil, 
Th* enormous timber lumbering down the hill: 
So these — Behind, the bulk of Ajax stands, 
And breaks the torrent of the rushing bands. 
Thus when a river sweird with sudden rains 
Spreads his broad waters o'er the level plains, 
Some interpoeinK hill the stream divides. 
And breaks its force, and turns the winding tidefl. 
Still close they foUow, close the rear engage ; 
£nea8 storms, and Hector foams with rage : 
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While Greece a heavy, thick retreat mauntains, 
WedgM in one body, like a flight of cranes, 
That shriek incessant while the falcon, hung 
High on poised pinions, threats their callow youngs 
So from the Tmjan chiefs the Grecians fly, 
Such the wild terror, and the mingled cry: 
Within, without the trench, and aU the way, 
StruwM in bright heaps, their arms and armour lay; 
Such horror Jove imprest ! yet still proceeds 
The work of death, and stiU the battle bleeds 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

The Chief of AehiUett and nem Armour made him 5y rWIco*. 

The news of the death of Pa^voclos it broag^t to Achilles bv 
Antiloehas. Thetis, hearing; his lamentations, comes with all 
her sea-njmphs to comfort him. The speeches of the mo- 
ther and son on this occasion. Iris appears to Achilles br th« 
commsjod of Jono, and orders him to show himself at the nead 
of the intrenchments. The st^htof him turns the fortune of 
the dair, and the bodj of Patxoclus is borne off by the Greeks. 
The Trojans call a council, where Hector and Polydamat 
disag^e in their opinions : but the advice of the former pr»> 
rails, to remain encamped in the field. The grief of Achil* 
les over the body of Patroclus. 

Thetis goes to the palace of Yalcan to obtain new arms for her 
son. The description of the wonderful works of Yulealit 
and .lastly, that noble one of the shield of Achilles. 

The latter part of the nine-and-twentieth day, and the nifrbt 
ensmng, take up this book. The scene is at Achilles* tentf 
oo the aeeshore, whence it changes to the palace of Vulcatii. 



Thus like the rage of fiie the combat bums ; 
And now it rises, now it sinks, by turns. 
Meanwhile, where Hellespont's broad waters flow* 
Stood Nestor's son, the messenger of wo : 
There sat Achilles, shaded by his sails, 
On hoisted yards extended to the gales ; 
Pensive he sat ; for all tnat Fate desi^n'd 
Rose in sad prospect to his boding mind. 
Thus to his soul ne said: Ah I what constrainB 
The Greeks, late victors, now to oult the plaini? 
Is this the day, which Heaven so long ago 
Ordain'd, to sink me with the weight of wo? 
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(So Thetis wunM) when by a Trojan hand 
The bravest of the Myrmidoiiian band 
Should lose the light ? Fulfiird in that deeiee; 
Fall'n is the warrior, and Patroclus he ! 
In vain I chargM him soon to qait the plain. 
And warnM to shun Hectorean force in vain ! 

Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, 
And tells the melancholy tale with tears. 
Sad tidings, son of Peleus ! thou must hear; 
And wretclied I, th* unwilling messenger ! 
Dead is Patroclus ! For his corse they fight, 
His naked corse ; his arms are Hector's right 

A sudden honrojr shot thrau^h all the chiei^ 
And wcapt his senses in the cloud of grief; «. 

Cast on the ground, with furious hands he spread 
The scorching ashes o*er his graeeful head ; 
His purple garments, and his golden hairs, 
Those he deforms with dust, and these he tears: 
On the bard soil his groaning breast he threw, 
And roll'd, and groveU'd, as to earth he grew 
The virgin captives, with disordered charmSi 
(Won by his own, or by Patroclus' arms) 
KushM from the tents with cries ; and gathering rouodt 
Beat their white breasts, and fainted on the ground: 
While Nestor's son sustains a nanlier part, 
And mourns the warrior with a warrior's heart; 
Hangs on his amis, amidst his frantic wo, 
And oft prevents the meditated blow. 

Far in the deep abysses of the main, 
With hoary Nereos, and the watery trafai. 
The Mother Goddess from her chrystal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and answer'd groan for groanf 
The circling Nereids with their mistress weep^ 
And all the sea-green sisters of the deep. 
Thalia, G]auce,revery watery name) 
Nesaea mild, ana silver Spio came : 
Cyroothoe and Cymodoce were nigh. 
And tb« bhie languish of soft Allans e^ 
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Their locks Actea and Liauooria laar, 
Then rroto, Doris, Panope i^ppear, 
Thoa, Pherasa, Doto, M^ta ; 
A^ave gentle, and Amphithoc gay : 
if ezt Callianiia, Calliaoawa show 
Their sister looks ; Dexamene the slow, 
And swift Djnaroene, now cut the tides : 
laera now tbie yerdant wave divides : 
Nemertes with Apseudes lifts the head. 
Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed ; 
These Orythia, Clymene, attend, 
Mera, Amphinome, the train extend, 
And black Janira, and Jauassa &ir, 
And Amatheia with her amber hair. 
All these, and all that deep in ocean held 
Their sacred seats, the gUminerins grotto fiilM; 
Bach beat her ivoiy breast with suent wo, 
Till Thetis* sorrows thus be^an to Dow : 

Hear roe, and judge, ye sisters of the main I 
How just a cause has Thetis to complain I 
IJow wretched, were I mortal, were my fate ! 
How more than wretched in tb* immortal state I 
Sprung from my bed a godlike hero came, 
The bravest &r that ever bore the uaipe ; 
Like some fair olive, by mv careful hand 
He g[ew, he flourished, and adom*d the land : 
To Troy 1 sent him ; but the Fates ordain 
He never, never must return again. 
So short a space the lieht of heaven to view. 
So short, alas ! and filrd with anguish too. 
Hear how his sorrows echo throi^ the shore ! 
I cannot ease them, but I must deplore ; 
I go at least to bear a tender part. 
And mourn my lovM-one witn a motbex's heacL 

She said, and left tha caverns of the main, 
All bathM in tears ; the melancholy tiain 
Attend her way. 'Wide^opening part the tides. 
While the long pomp the silver wave divides. 

vou u I 
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Approaching now, they touchM the Trojan land % 
Then, two by two, ascended up the strand. 

Th* unroortal Mother, standing close beside 
Her mounful ofl^pring, to his sighs replied ; 
Along the coast their mingled clamours ran. 
And thus the silver-fisoted dame b^an : 

Why mourns my son f thy late prefen'd request 
The God has granted, and the Greeks distrest : 
"Why mourns my sou ? thy anguish let me share ; 
Reveal the cause, and trust a parent's care. 

He deeply eroaning — To this cureless nief 
Not e*en tne Thunderer's favour brings relie£ 
Patroclus — Ah I — say, Goddess, can 1 boast 
A pleasure now ! revenge itself is lost ; 
Patroclus, lov'd of all my martial train, 
Beyond mankind, beyond myself, is slain 
Lost are those arms the Gods themselves bestow'd 
On Peleus.' Hector bears the dorious load. 
Curs'd be that day, when all the Powers above 
Thy charms submitted to a mortal love : 
Oh hadst thou still, a sister of the main. 
Pursued the pleasures of the watery reign ; 
And happier Peleus, less ambitious, led 
A mortal beau^ to his equal bed ! 
Ere the sad fruit of thy unhappy womb 
Had caus'd such sorrows past, and woes to come. 
For soon, alas ! tliat wretched oflsprmg slain, 
New woes, new sorrows shall create again. 
'Tis not in fote th* alteinate now to gjive ; 
Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 
Let me revengje it on proud Hector's heart, 
Let his last qpurit smoke upon my dart; 
On these conditions will I bmathe : till then, 
I blush to walk among the race of men. 

A flood of tears, at this, the Goddess shed. 
Ah then, 1 see thee dying, see thee dead ! 
When Hector fidls, thou diest.— Let Hector die. 
And let mefidl! (Achilles made reply) 
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Fu lies Pfttroclus from his native plain ! 

He fell, and falling, wishM my aid in vain. 

Ah then, since from this miserable day, 

1 cast all hope of my return away, 

Since unreveng'd, a hundred ghosts demand 

The iate of Hector from Achmes* hand ; 

Since here, for brutal courage for renowned, 

I live an idle burden to the ground, 

(Others in council &m'd for nobler skill. 

More usefiil to preserve, than 1 to kiU) 

Let me— But oh I ye gracious Powers above ! 

Wrath and revenge from men and Gods lemova: 

Far, far too dear to every mortal breast, 

Sweet to the soul, as honey to the taste ; 

Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 

From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind. 

Me Aganiemnon uig'd to deadly hate ; 

*Ti8 past— I quell it; I resign to fate. 

Yes — 1 will meet the murderer of my friend; 

Or (if the Gods ordain \t) meet my end. 

The stroke of fate the bravest cannot shun ; 

The great Alcides, Jove*s unequalled son, 

To Juno*s hate at length resigird his breath. 

And sunk the victim of all-conquering death. 

So shall Achilles fall ; stretched pale and aetud. 

No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread I 

Let me, this instant, rush into the fields, 

And reap what glory life's short harvest yields. 

Shall I not force some widowed dame to tear 

With frantic hands her long dishevell'd hair? 

Shall I not force her breast to heave with si^u, 

And the soft tears to trickle firom bar eyes f 

Yes, I shall eive the ftir those mournful charms — 

Id vain you nold me — Hence ! my arms, my aims ! 

Soon shall the sanguine torrent spread, so wide, 

That all shall know, Achilles swells the tide. 

JVU' son (Cerulean Thetis made reply, 
To nitc submitting with a secret sigh) 
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Th« host to succour, and thy friends to saye. 
Is worthy thee ; the duty of the brave, 
But canst thou, naked, issue to the plains ? 
Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains. 
Insulting Hector bears the spoils on high, 
But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh. 
Yet, yet awhile, thy generous ardour stay ; 
Assur*d, 1 meet thee at the dawn of day, 
ChargM with refu^ent arms, (a glorious load) 
Vulcanian arms, the labour of a God. 

Then turnins to the daughters of the main. 
The Goddess thus dismissed her azure train : 

Ye sister Nereids \ to your deeps descend ; 
Haste, and our lather's sacred seat attend ; 
I go to find the architect divine, 
Where vast Olympus* starry summits shine . 
So tell our hoary sire — This charge she gave : 
The sea-green sisters plunge beneath the wave : 
Thetis once more ascends the blest abodes. 
And treads the brazen threshold of the Gods. 

And now the Greeks, from furious Hector's force, 
Urge to broad Hellespont their headlong course: 
Nor yet their chiefe Patroclus* body bore 
Safe through the tempest to the tented shore. 
The -horse, tlie foot, with equal fuzy join'd, 
PourM on the rear, and thunder'd close behind ; 
And like a fiameHhrough fields of ripen*d com. 
The rage of Hector o*er the ranks was borne. 
Thrice the slain hero by the foot he drew ; 
Thrice to the skies the Troian clamours flew : 
As oft th* Ajaces his assauh sustain ; 
But checked, he turns: repuls'd, attacks again. 
With fiercer shouts, his lingering troops he fires» 
Nor yields a step, nor from his post retires; 
So watchful shepherds strive to force, in vmia. 
The hunfiry lion from a carcass slain. 
Ev^n yet Patroclus had he borne &way. 
And all the glories of th* extended day: 
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Had not high Judo, from the xealms of air, 

SecRSt, despatched her trusty messenger. 
The various Goddess of the showery bow. 
Shot in a whirlwind to the shore below ; 
To great Achilles at his ships she came. 
Ana thus began the mauny-colourM dame : 

Rise, ^n of Peleus ! rise divinely brave I 
Assist the combat, and Patroclus save: 
For him the slaughter to the fleet they spread^ 
And fiadls by mutual wounds around the dead. 
To drag him back to Troy the foe contends: 
Nor wiui his death the rage of Hector ends: 
A prey to dogs he dooms the corse to lie, 
And marks the place to fix his head on high. 
Rise, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 
Thy frienu^s disgrace, thy own eternal shame ! 

tVho sends thee Goddess ! from th^ ethereal duetf 
Achilles thus. And Iris thus replies : 
1 c(nne, Pelides ! from the Queen of Jove, 
Th* immortal Empress of the realms above ; 
Unknown to him who sits remote ou high, 
Unknown to all the s3mod of the sky. 
Thou com^st in vain, he cries (with fury warm*d) 
Arms I have none, and can I nght unsurmM ? 
Unwilling as I am, of force I stay, 
TiU Thetis bring me at the dawn of day 
Vulcanian arms : what other can I wield ? 
Except the mighty Telamoniau shield ? 
That, in my frieud^s defence, has Aiax spread, 
While his strong lance around hhn heaps the dead i 
The gallant chief defends Menoetius* son. 
And does, what his Achilles should have done. 

Thy want of anns (said Iris) well we know. 
But though unarmed, yet clad in terrors, go ! 
Let but Achilles o*er yon trench appear ; 
Proud Troy shall tremble, and consent to fear: 
Greece from one glance of that tremendous eyCf 
Shall take new couxage and disdain to fly* 
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She spoke, and past in air. The heio rose ; 
Her aegis Pallas o'er his shoulder throws ; 
Around his brow a golden cloud she sprNul : 
A stream of "glory flamM above his head. 
As when fiptn some beleaguer^ town arise 
The smokes, high-curlmg to the siiaded skies 
(Seen from some island, o'er the main afar, 
When men distressM hang out the sign of war ;) 
Soon as the sun in ocean hides his rays, 
Thick on the hills the flamhig beacons blaze ; 
With long-projected beams the seas are brieht. 
And Heaven's high arch reflects the ruddy light: 
So from Achilles' head the splendours rise, 
Reflecting blaze on blaze against the skies. 
Forth march'd the chief, and distant from the crowd, 
Hi^ on the rampart rais'd his voice aloud; 
With her own shout Minerva swells the sound ; 
Troy starts astonish'd, and the shores rebound. 
As the loud trumpet's brazen mouth from for 
With shrilling clangour sounds th' alarm of war, 
Struck from the walls, the echoes float on high. 
And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply ; 
.So high his brazen voice the hero rear'cl : 
Hosts dropp'd their arms, and trembled as they heard ; 
And back the chariots roU, and coursers bound. 
And steeds and men lie mingled on the ground. 
Aghast they see the livid lightnings play, 
And turn their eye-balls from the flashing ray. 
Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he raisM \ 
And thrice they fled, confounded and amaz'd. 
Twelve in the tumult wedg'd^ untimely rush*d 
On their own spears, by their own chariots crush*d 
While shieldecT from the darts, the Greeks obtain 
The long-contended caroass of die slain. 

A lofty bier the breathless warrior bears : 
Around, his sad companions melt in tears. 
But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 
Pdirs u&availing sorrows o*er the dead, 
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minnn late Iriun^hant with his steedi and car« 

He sent refulgent to the field of war ; 

(Unhappy change H now senseleiie, pale, he found, 

StretchM forth, ana ^ash'd with many a gaping wound. 

Meantime unwearied with his heavenly way. 
In ocean's waves th* unwilling light of day 
QuenchM his red orb, at Juno^s high command^ 
And from their labours eas*d th* ^haian j^ud. 
The frighted Trojans (panting from the war. 
Their steeds unhamess'd from the weary car) 
A sudden council caU*d : each chief appeai'd 
In haste, and standing; for to sit thev fear*d. 
^Twas now no season for prolone^d debate \ 
They saw Achilles, and in him meir &te. 
Silent they stood : PoWdamas at last, 
Skill*d to discern the future by the past. 
The son of Panthus thus expressM his fean; 
(The friend of Hector, and of e(jual years: 
The self-same night to both a heme gave. 
One wise in council, one in action brave :) 

In free debate, my friends, your sentence speak ; 
For roe, I move, before the momins break. 
To raise our camp : too dangerous here our post. 
Far from Troy's walls, and on a naked ooast, 
I deem*d not Greece so dreadful, while engag'd 
In mutual feuds, her king ahd hero rag*d ; 
Then, while we hop'd our armies might pievul. 
We boldly camp'd beside a thousand sau. 
I dread Pelides now ; his rage of mind 
Not lone continues to the shores confin*d, 
Nor to uie fields, where long in equal fray 
Contending nations won and lost die day ; 
For Troy, for Troy, shidl henceforth be the strife, 
And th^ bard contest not for feme, but life. 
Haste then to Ilion, while the favouring night 
Detains those terrors, keeps that arm fimm fight; 
If but the morrow's sun behold us here, 
That ann, those terrors, we shall feel, nor fear; 
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And hearts that now disdahi, shall leap with joy 
If Heaven permit tiiem then to eater Tioj. 
Let not my &tal prophecy be true, 
Nor what I tremble but to think, ensue. 
Whatever baour fate, yet let us tiy 
What force of thought and reason can 8U]^y : 
Let us on counsel for our guard depend ; 
The town, her gates and bulwarics shall deiend. 
When morning dawns, our well-appoiitfed poweoy 
Anay'd in arms, shall line the lofty towen. 
Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls, 
Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky waHs, 
Or fetch a thousand circles round the plain. 
Till his spent coursers seek the fleet again : 
So may his rage be tir'd, and laboured down ; 
And dogs shaU tear him ere he sack, the town. 

Return ? (said Hector fir^d with stem dkdain) 
What ! coop whole armies in our walls agun ? 
WasU not enou^, ye valiant warriors,^ say. 
Nine years impnsonM in those towers ye lay? 
Wide o*er the world was llion fiunM of odd 
For brass exhausdess, and for mines of gold : 
But while inglorious in her walls we staid. 
Sunk were her treasures, and her stores decay'd 
The Phrygians now her scattered spoils enjoy, 
And proud Mseonia wastes the firuitsof Troy. 
GreaU Jove at length my arms to oonouest calls, 
And shuts the Grecians in their wooaen waUs ; 
Dar^st thou inspirit whom the Gods incite ; 
Flies any Trojan ? I shidl stop his flight 
To better counsel then attention lend ; 
Take due refreshment, and the watch attend. 
If there be one whose riches cost him ewe. 
Forth let him bring them for the tsoops to shan; 
'Tis better generously bestowM on those, 
Than left the plunder of our country s foes. 
Soon as the mom the purple orieat warms, 
Fierce on yon navy wiU we pour our arms. 
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If gieal AcfalUeB riis m all bk mi^t. 
His be the daoger: i sfaaU stand the ii^L 
Honour, ye Grods I or let me gain, or enre ! 
And live he gbrious, whosoe^r shall live ! 
Mars-is oar conunon kml, alike to all : 
And oft the victor triumphs, but to &JL 

The shouting host in loud applauses knn'd: 
So Pallas robb*d the many of thdr mind ; 
To tlieir own sense «oodemu*d, and left to cboose 
The worst advice, the better to refuse. 

While the long night extends her sable reign» 
Asouad Patrodus mour|i*d the Grecian train. 
Stem in superior grief Pelides stood ; 
Those slauditeriiu; arms so us'd to bathe in Uood 
Now clasp*a his cugr -cold limbs : then cushing start 
The tears, and sighs burst fiom his sweUing hearty 
The lion thus, with dreadHil anguish stung, 
Roars through the desert, and demands bis young ; 
When the grim savage, to his rifted den 
Too late retummg, snufb the track of men, 
And o*er the vales and o*ot the forest bounds ; 
His clamorous grief the bellowing wood resounds. 
So grieves Achilles; and impetuous vents 
To all his Myrmidons, his loud laments: 

In what vain promise, Gods ! did I engage. 
When, to console Menoetius' feeble age, 
I vowM his much-lov'd oftiBpriog to restore, 
ChargM with rich spoils, to fair Opuntia's shove ? 
But mighty Jove cuts short, with just disdain. 
The long, long views of poor designing man ! 
One fatethe warrior and the friend sImiU strike, 
And Troy's black sands nuist drink our blood alike: 
Me too, a wretched mother shall d^ilore, 
An aged father never tee me more ! 
Tet, my Patroclus .' yet a space I stay, 
Then swift pursue thee on the darksome way. 
Ere thy dear relics in the grave are laid, 
Shall Hector's head be o&r'd to thy shade; 
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That, with his arms, shall hang before thy shrine ; 

And twelve, the noblest of the Trojan liney ; 

Sacred to venseance, by this hand expire ; 

Their lives emi8*d around thy flaming |)yre. 

Thu« let me lie tiU then I thus, closely prest, 

Bathe thvcold /ace, and sob upon thy breast ! 

While l^roian captives here thy mourners stay. 

Weep all the night, and murmur all the da^ 

Spoik of my arms, and thine ; when, wastug wide} 

Our swords kept time, and conquered side by side 

He spoke, and bid the sad attendants round 

Cleanse the pale corse, and wash each honoui'd woiindi 

A massy caldron of stupendous frame 

They brought, and placM it o*er the risins flame : 

Then beau the lighted wood ; the flame divides 

Beneath tne vase, and climbs around the sides : 

In its wide womb they pour tlie rushing stream ; 

The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 

The body Uien they bathe with pious toil, 

Embalmed the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil, ) 

High on a bed of state extended laid. 

And decent coverM with a linen shade ; 

Last o^er the dead the milk-white veil they threw ; 

Tliat done, their sorrows, and their sighs renew. . 

Meanwhile to Juno, in the realms above, 
fHis wife and sister) spoke almighty Jove. 
At last thy will prevails : great Peleus* son 
Rises in arms: such ^race thy Greeks have won. 
Say (ihr I know not) is their race divine. 
And thou the, mother of that martial Ime? 

What words are these ^th* imperial dame leplisi^ 
While anffer flashM from tier majestb eyes) 
Succour like -this a mortal arm might lend. 
And such success mere human wit attend : 
And shall not 1, the second Power above, 
Heaven^s Queen, and consort of the thundering Jove; 
Say, shall not I, one nation's &te command. 
Not wreak my vengeance on one guilty land? 
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So they. Meanwhile the nlver-iboted dame 
ReachM the Yukanian dome, eternal frame ! 
Hifh-eniineot amid the work divine, 
Inhere Heaven*8 iar-beainiog hrasen maneiaoi ihme. 
There the lame architect the Goddess found. 
Obscure in smoke, his forges flaminc round. 
While bath*d in sweat from fire to Ire he flew ; 
And puffing loud, the roaring bellows blew. 
That day no common task his labour claim*d ; 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he fium'd. 
That plar.*d on living wheels of massy gold 
(Wondrous to tell) instinct with spirit roUM 
From place to place, around the blest abodes, 
Seir-mov*d, obedient to the beck of Gods: 
For their £9iir handles now, o*erwroueht with flowerfi 
In moulds prepared, the glowing ore he pours. 
Just as responsive to his thought the frame 
Stood prompt to move,, the azure Goddess came ; 
Charis, his spous^, a grace divinely frur, 
(W'ith purple fillets round her braided hair) 
Obeerv'd her entering ! her soA hand she pres8*d. 
And smiling, thus tlie watery Queen address*d : 

What, Goddess ! this unusuaV favour draws ? 
All hail, and welcome ! whatsoe'er the cause : 
Till now a stranger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and taste the dainties of the bower. 

High on a throne, with stars of silver grac*d. 
And various artifice, the Queen she placM 
A footstool at her feet ; then calling, said, 
y ulcaii, draw near ; *tis Thetis asks your aid. 
Thetis (replied the God) our powers may claim. 
An ever-dear, an ever-honour'd name ! 
W hen my proud mother hurlM me frtmi she sky, 
(My awkward form, it seems, displeased her eve) 
She, and Eurynome, my rariefs redrest. 
And soft receivM me on their, silver breast 
E*en then, these arts employed my infant thought ; 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys I wrought. 
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I^e yean kept secret in die 6aA abode, 
Secure I lay, concealM from man and God : 
Deep in a cavem'd rock my days were led ; 
The ruibing ocean murrourM o^er my head. 
Now gince ber presence glads our mansion, say. 
For such desert what service can 1 pay? 
Vouchsafe, O Thetis ! at our board to share 
The genial rites, and hospitable fare; 
While I the labours of tiie foige forego, 
And bid the roaiing beilows cease to blow. 

Then from his anvil tlie lame artist rose ; 
Wide with distorted legs oblique he goes. 
And stills the bellows, and (in order lud) 
Locks in their chests his instruments of trade. 
Then with a sponge the sooty workman drest 
His brawny arms imbrown'd, and hairy breast. 
With his huge sceptre graced, and red attire. 
Came halting forth the Sovereign of the fire : 
The monarch's steps two femafo forms uphdd. 
That mov*d, and breath'd, in animated gold ; 
To whom was voice, and sense, and science given 
Of works divme (such wonders are in heaven !) 
On these supported, with unequal gait. 
He reachM the throne where pensive Thetis sate ; 
There placM beside her on the shining firame. 
He thus addressed the silver-footed dame : 

Thee, wdcome Goddess ! what occasion calli 
(So long a stranger) to these honourM walls? 
*Tis thine, fiur Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan^s joy and du^ to obey. 

To whom the mournful mother thus replies, 
(The crystal drops stood trembling in her eyes) 
Oh, Vulcan ! say, was ever breast divine 
So pierc'd with sorrows, so o*erwhelra'd as mine? 
Of all the Goddesses, did Jove prepare 
For Thetis only such a weight of care ! 
I, only I, of all the watery race, 
By force subjected to a man^s embrace, 
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Who, sinking now with age and sorrow, payi 
The mighty nne imposed on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed, a godlike hero came, 
The bravest sure that ever bore the name ; 
Like soipe fair plant beneath my careful hand 
He grew, he flourish*d, and he gracM the land: 
To Troy 1 sent him I but his native dx>re 
Never, ah never, shall receive him more 
(E^en while he lives, he wastes with secret wo) 
Nor I, a Goddess, can retard the blow ! 
Robb*d of the prize, theXjrrecian suffrage gave. 
The king of nations forcM his royal dave : 
For this he grievM ; and, till the Greeks opprwt 
Required his arm, he sorrowed unredreet. 
Large gifts they promise, and their elders send ; 
lu vain — ^he arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his steeds, his forces, to employ ; 
He marciies, combats, almost conquers Troy. 
Then slain by Phoebus (Hector had the name) 
At once resigns his annour, li^, and fame, 
But thou, in pity, by my prayer be won : 
Grace with immortal arms this short-livM son, 
And to the field in martial pomp restore, 
To shine with glory till he shines no more ! 

To her the Artist-god : Thy griefs rengn, 
Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine. 
O could [ hide him firom the Fates as well. 
Or with these hands the cruel stroke repel. 
As I shall forge most ehvied arms, the gaze 
Of wondering ages, and the world*8 amaze ! 

Thus having said, the Father of the fires 
To the black labours of his foi^e retires. 
Soon as he bade them blow,the bellows tum*d 
Their iron mouths : and where the furnace burnM, 
Resounding breath'd : it once the blast expires, 
And twenty forges catch at once the fires : 
Just as the God directs, now loud, nowkiw, 
They raise a tempest, or they gently Uow. 
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In hissiog flames huge silver bars are rollM. 

And stabbom brass, and tin, and solid gold : 

Before, deep fijcM, th' eternal anvils stand ; 

The ponderous hammer loads his better hand, 

His left with tongs turns the vex*d metal roimd. 

And thick, strong strokes, the doubling vaults rebound. 

Then first he rorm'd th' immense and solid shield ; 
Rich, various artifice emblazM the field ; 
Its, utmost verge a three-fold circle bound ; 
A silver chain suspends the mass^ round ; 
Five ample plates the broad expanse compose 
And godlike labours on the surface rose. 
There shone die- image of the master-mind: 
There earth, there heaven, there ocean, he desi^*d; 
Tb* unwearied sun, the moon completely round ; 
The stany lights that heaven^s high convex crownM ; 
The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern team; 
And Ereat Orion's more refulsent beam ; 
To which, around the axle of the sky, 
The Bear revolving points his golden eye, 
Still shines exalted on th* ethereal plain. 
Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 

Two cities radiant on the shield appear. 
The image one of peace, and one of war. 
Here sacred pomp and genial feast delight, 
And solemn dance, and Hymeneal rite ; 
Along the street the new-made brides are led, 
With torches flaming, to the nuptial bed : 
The youthful dancers in a circle bound 
To the soft flute, and cittem*s silver sound : 
Throu^ the fair streets, the matnms in a row 
Stand m their porches, and enjoy the show. 

There in the forum swarm a numerous train, 
The subject of debate a townsman slain : 
One pleads the fine dischai^M, which one denied, 
And bade the public and the laws decide : 
The witness is produced on either hand : 
For tbis^ or that, the partial people stand: 



BOOK ZVIII. THE ILIAD. 143 

Th* appointed heralds still the noiqr bandit 
And H>nii a ring, with sceptres in their hands; 
On seats of stone within the sacred place, 
The reverend elders nodded o^er the case ; 
Alternate each th* attesting sceptre took, 
And, rising solemn, each his sentence ^ke. 
Two golden talents lay amidst, in sight. 
The prize of him who besfr adjudg'a the right. 

Another part (a prospect dimring ^) 
Glow*d with refulgent arms and horrid war. 
Two mighty hosts a leaguer*d town embrace. 
And one would pillage, one would burn the place.* . 
Meantime the townsmen, arm*d with silent care, 
A secret ambush on the foe prepare : 
Their wives, the»r children, and the watchful band 
Of trembling parents, on the turrets stand. 
Thev march ; by Pallas and by Mars n>ade bold: 
Gold were the uods, their radiant garments gdd^ 
And gold their armour: these the souadron tod, 
August, divine, superior by the heaa ! 
A place for ambush fit, they found, and stood 
Covert with shields, beside a silver flood. 
Two spies at distance lurk, and watchful seem 
If sheep or oxen seek the winding stream. 
Soon the white flocks proceeded o*er the plains, 
And steers slow moving, and two shepherd swaiiui; 
Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go, 
Nor fear an ambush, nor suspect a foe. 
In arms the glittering squadron rising round. 
Hush sudden ; hills of sJaughter heap the ground ; 
Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains, 
And, ifll amidst them, dead, the shepherd swains ! 
The bellowing oxen the besiegers hear; 
They rise, take horse, approach, and meet the war; 
They fight, tbev fall, beside the silver flood ; • 
The waving silver seem*d to blush, with blood. 
There tumult, there contention, stood confest; 
One rear*d a dagger at a captive*8 breast, 
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One held a Uyiag foe, that fireshlybled 
With new-made wounds; another dragg*d a dead; 
Now here, now there, the carcasses they icnne : 
Fate stalled amidst them, grim with human gpie, 

' And tiie whole war came out, and met the eye; 
And each bold figure seemed to live, or die. 

A field deep furrowM, next the God design*d. 
The third time labourM by the sweating hind; 
The shilling sliaies fiiU many ploughmen euidb 
And turn their crooked yokes on every skie. 
Still as at either end they wheel around, 
The master meets them with his goblet cK>wn*d ; 
The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil. 
Then back the turning plou^-shaies cleave the wdH t 
Behind, the rising earm, in ndges, roU*d ; 
And sable lookM, though formM of molten gold. 

Another field rose high with waving gniin ; 
With bended sickles stand the reaper-train : 
Here stretched in ranks the levelPd swarths are found, 
Sheaves heapM on sheaves here thicken up the nound. 
With sweepmg stroke the mowers strow the lands ; 
The gatherers follow, and collect in bands ; 
And iBst the children, in whose arms are home 
(Too short to gripe them^ the brown dieaves of 
The rustic mcmarch of tne field descries. 
With silent glee the heaps around him rise. 
A ready banquet on the turf is laid, 
Beneath an ample oak*s expanded shade. 
The victim <», the sturdy youth prepare ; 
The reaper's due repast, the women^s care. 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard shines. 
Bent ^ith the ponderous harvest of its vines ; 
A deeper dye the dangling clusters show, 

• And, curlM on silver props, in order glow : 
A darker metal mixt, intrench*d the place ; 
And ]3ales of glittermg tin th* enclosure grace. 
T6 this, one nath-way gently winding leads, 
Where march a tiain with basketi on their headiai 
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(Fair maids and btoomins youths) that smiUng beat 
The purple product of th' autumnal year. 
To these a youth awakes the warbling striogp, 
Whose tender lay the faxe of Linus sings; 
In measured dance behind him move the train. 
Tune Bofi the voice, and answer to the strain. 

Here, herds of oxen match, erect and bold, 
Rear high their horns, «nd seem to low in gold, 
And speed to meadows, on whose sounding shores 
A rapid torrent through the rui^es roars : 
Four golden herdsmen as their guardians stand. 
And nine sour dogs complete the rustic band 
Two lions rudiing from the wood appeared ; 
And seisM a bull, the master of the herd : 
He roar*d : in vain the dogs, the men withstood ; 
They tore his, flesh, and drank the sable blood. 
The dogs (oft cheerM in vain) desert the prey, 
Dread the grim terrors, and at distance bay. 

Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
Deep through fait forests, and a length of meads; 
And stalls, and folds, and scatter'd cots between ; 
And fleecv flocks that whiten all the scene. 

A figurd dance succeeds : such once was seen 
In lofty Gnossus ; for the Cretan aueen, 
FormM by Daedalean art : a comely band 
Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand. 
The maids in soft cymars of linen drest ; 
The youths all graceful in the glossy vest : 
Of those the locks with floweiy wreaths inrollM ; 
Of these the ndes adornM with swords of cold. 
That glittering gay, from silver beltsMepend. 
Now all at once they rise, at once descend 
With well taught feet ; now shape, in oblique wayf 
C<Mifus*dly regular, the moving maze : 
Now forth at once, too swift for sight they spring. 
And uudistinguishM blend the flying ring: 
So whirls a wheel, in gidd^ circle tost, 
And rapid as it runs, me single spokes are lost 

VOL. II. K 
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The gazing multitudes admire around : 
Two active tumblers in the centre bound ; 
Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend : 
And general songs the spnghtly revel end. 

Thus the broad shield complete, the artist crownM 
With his last hand, and poured the ocean round: 
In living silver seemM the waves to roll, 
And beat the buckler^s veige, and bound the whole. 

This done, whatever a warrior's use requires, 
He foig'd ; the cuirnss that outshines the firee, 
The greaves of ductile tin, the helm imprest 
With various sculpture, and the golden crest, 
At Thetis* feet the finishM labour lay; 
She, as a fabon, cuts the aerial way, 
Swift horn Olympus* snowy summit flies, 
And bears the blazing present through the AJes. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Tk» lUconeUuUian of JiekUlea and JSgamtmnam* 
ThetU bviaifs to ber ion. the amtottrmade by Tulcan. 8h« 
preterret the body of bit frieod from oomiptioa, and eoo»- 
naiMlB htm to assemble the amr, to 4ecUra bit reientmeiit 
at an end. Agamemnon and Achilles are solemnly tecoa- 
ctled ; the speeches, presents, and ceremonies, on that oocai- 
sion. Achilles is with g^reat difficoltr persnaded to refrain 
from the battle till the trooos hare refreshed themselves, by 
the advice of Ulysses. Tne presents are conveved to the 
tent of Achilles; where Biyseis laments over the body of 
Fatroclus. The hero obstinatel^r refases all re|>ast, and gives 
liimMlf op to lamentations for his friend. M inerva descends 
to strengthen him, by the order of Jupiter. He arms for the 
fi^ht: his appearance, described. He addreues himself to 
his horses, and reproaches them with the death of Patroclus. 
One of them is miraculously endued with voice, and inspired 
to prophesy his fate ; but the hero, not astonished at that 
prodigy rushes with fury to the combat. 
Tne thirteenth day. The scene is on the seashore. 



Soon as Aurora heay*d ber orient head 
Above the waves, that blushed with early red, 
(With new-born day to gladden mortal sight. 
And gild the courts of Heaven with sacred light,} 
Th* immortal arms the Goddess^mother bears 
Swift to her, son : ber son she finds in tears, 
Sti«tch*d o^er Patroclus* corre ; while all the rest 
The sovereign's sorrows in their own exprest 
A ray divine her heavenly presence shed, >/ 
And thus, his hand soft-touching, Thetis said 

Suppress (my son) this rage of grief, and know 
[t was not man, but Heaven that gave tlie Mow ; 
Behold what arms by Vulcan are bestowed, 
Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a God 
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Then drops the radiant burden on the ground ; 
Clang the strong arms, aftdtlng the shores around s 
Back shrink the Myrariddns with dread surprise, 
And from the broad eflfiilgence turn their eyes. 
Unmov'd, the heroltjndles atthe show, 
And feels with rage divine his bosom glow; 
Fiom his fierce eye-balls living flames expin% 
And dash incessant like a stream of fire : 
He turns the mdiam gift ; and feeds his mind 
On all th' Immortal krtist had designed. 

Goddess, (he cried) these glorious arms that Mom 
IWith matchless art, confess the hand divine. 
Now to the bloody battle let me bend : 
But ah ! the relics of my slaughtered friend ! 
In those wide wounds thr6ugh which his Spirit fled. 
Shall flies, and worms obscene, pollute the dead f 

That unavailing cahj 'be laid aside, 
(The azure Goddess Jo her son replied^ 
Whole years untouched, uninjurM shall reariain - 
Fresh as in life, the carcass of the slain. 
But go, Achilles (as aflairs require ;) 
Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire. 
Then uncontroUM in boundless war engage* 
And Heaven with strength supply the mighty rage! 

Then in the nostrils of the slain she pourM 
Nectareous drops, and rich ambrosia showered 
0*er all the corse. The flies forbid their prey, 
Untouched it rests, and sacred from decay. 
Achilles to the strand obedient Went : 
The shores resounded with the voice he sent 
The heroes heard, and all the naval train 
That tend the ships, or guide them o'er the main, 
AlarmM, transported, at the well-known sound. 
Frequent and mil the great ass^mbljr crown'd ; 
Studious to see that terror of the plain, 
Lon^ lost to battle, shine in arms again. 
Tydides and ihysses first appear, 
f ^amo with their wounds, and leamng on the spear ; 



These on the wtfinA seats of eouncil plac'd* 
The king of men, Atrides came the ]ast: 
He too, sore wounded by Ag«nor*8 son. 
Achilles (rising in the midst) begun : 

Gkt monarch ! better far had been the £at» 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian state. 
If (ere the day when by mad passion swa^*d. 
Rash we contended for the black-ey*d maid) 
Preventing, Dian had despatchM her dart, 
And shot the shining raisciiief to the heart : ■ 
Then many a boro had not pressM the shore, 
Nor Tioy^s dad fields been nitten*d with our gore ; 
Long, kng uiall Greece the woes we caused bewail 
And sad posterity repeat the tale. 
But tfaitt no more, the subi[ect of debate 
Is past, fbigotten, and resign'd to fate : 
Wny should j|alas) a mortal man, as I, 
Burn with a lury that ci^n never die? 
Here then my anger ends : let war succeed, 
And e*en as Greece has bled, let lliou bleed. 
Now call tlie hosts, and try, if in our si^ht, 
Troy yet shall dare to camp a second night f 
I deem, their mightiest, wlien this aim be knows, 
Shall *8cape with transport, and with joy repose. 

He said: his finishM wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and shout Pelides* name. 
When thus, not rising from his lofty throng, 
In state unmovM, tlie king of men begun : 

Hear me, ye sons of Greece ! with silence hoar ! 
And grant your monarch an impsutial ear ; 
AwhUe your loud, untiinely yxy suspend, 
And let your rash, injurious clamours e^idt 
Unruly i^urmurs, or ill-tim*d appk^usei 
Wrong the best speaker, and the justest cause. • 
Nor chavg^ on me, ye Greeks, tlie dire debate : 
Know, angr^r Jove, and aU-compelGpg F^te, 
Wkh fell Erinnys, urg*d my wrath that day 
When Sf^ Achittea* anas I feic^d the prey. 
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What then could I, against the will of Heaven f 
Not by myself, but ven^^eful Ate driven ; 
She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infest 
The race of mortals, enterM in ray breast. 
Not on the ground that haughty fuiy treads, 
But prints her loft^ footsteps on the heads 
Of migh^ men ; inflicting as ^e goes 
Long-restering wounds, inextricable woes ! 
Of old, she stalkM amid the bright abodes ; 
And Jove himself, the sire of men and Gods, 
The world^s great ruler, felt her venom*d dait, 
DeceivM by Juno's wiles, and female art. 
For when Alcmena*s nine long months were ran 
And Jove expected his immoital son, 
To Gods and Goddesses th* unruly joy 
He showM, and vaunted of his matchles boy: 
From us (he said) this day an infent springs, 
Fated to rule, and bom a king of kings. 
Satumia ask*d an oath, to vouch the truth, 
And Ax'd dominion on the favoured youth. 
The Thunderer, unsuspicious of the fraud, 
PronouncM those solemn words that bind a Goct 
The joyful Goddess from Olympus* height, 
Swift to Achaian Ai^os bent her flight ; 
Scarce seven moons gone, lay Stheuelus's wife ; 
She push'd her'lingering infant into life ; 
Her charms Alcmena^s coming labours stay. 
And stop the babe, just issuing to the day. 
Tlien bid Satumius bear his oath in mind ; 
** A youth (said she) of Jove's immortal kind 
Is this day bom : from Sthenelus he springs. 
And claims thy promise to the king of kings.** 
Grief ieiz'd the Thunderer, by his oath enaig'd ; 
Stung to the soul, he sorrowed, and he rag's. 
From his ambrosial head, where perch'd she n,t| 
He snatchM the Fury-Goddess of^ debate, 
The dread, th' irrevocable oath he swore, 
Th* immortal seats should ne'er behold her mate ; 
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ADd whirPd her headlong down» for ever driven 
From bright Olympus and the starry heaven : 
Thence on the nether world the Fury M ; 
Ordain*d with man's contentious race to dwelL 
Full oft the God bis son^s hard toils bemoaned, 
Cursed the dire Fury, and in secret groan*d. 
E'en thus, like Jove himself, was I misled, 
While raging Hector heaped our camps with dead. 
What can the errors of my rage atone ? 
My martial troops, my treasures, are thy own: 
This instant fixMn the navy shall be sent 
Whatever Ulysses promis'd at thy tent: 
But thou ! appeasM, propitious to our prayer« 
Resume thy arms, and shine again in war. 

O king of nations ! whose superior sway 
(Returns Achilles^ all our hosts obey ! 
To keep or slend the presents, be thy caze; 
To us, 'tis equal : all we ask is war. 
While ybt we talk, or but an instant shun 
The fight, our glorious work remains undone. 
Let every Greek, who sees my spear confound 
The Trojan ranks, and deal destruction round, 
With emulation, what I act, survey, 
And learn from thence, the business of the day. 

The son of Peleus thus : anB thus replies 
The great in councils, Ithacus the wise: 
Though, godlike, thou art by no toils opfNrest, 
At least our armies claim repast and rest; 
Long and laborious must the combat be. 
When by the Gods inspir'd, and led by thee. 
Strength is derived from sphrits and from blood. 
And those augment by generous wine and food ; 
What boastful son of war, without that stay, 
Can last a hero through a single day i 
Courage may prompt ; but, ebbing out his strength 
Mere unsupported man must yield at length ; 
Shrunk with dry &mine, and with toils declin'd. 
The drooping body will desert the mind: 
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Bui built tiro&w with ttrength-confenritig fare, 

With limbs and soul UDtani*d, he tires a war, 

Dismiss the people then, and give command, 

"With strong repast to hearten every band ; 

But let the presents to Achilles made, 

In full assembly of all Greece be laid. 

The liing of men shall rise in public sight, 

And solemn swear (observant of the rite) 

That, spotless as she came, the maid removes, 

Pure from his arms, and guiltless of his loves. 

That done, a sumptuous banquet shall be made. 

And the full price of injured honour paid. 

Stretch not henceforth, O prince I thy sovereign might ; 

Beyond the bounds of reason and of right; 

*Ti8 the chief praise that e*er to lyings belonged. 

To right with justice whom with power they wrang'd. 

To him the monarch : Just is thy decree, 
Thy words give joy, and wisdom breathes in thee s 
Each due atonement gladly I prepare ; 
And Heaven reward me as I justly swear ! 
Here then awhUe let Greece assembled stay. 
Nor great Achilles grudge this short delay ; 
Till from the fleet our presents be convey'd. 
And, Jove attesting, the firm compact made. 
A train of noble youth the charge shall bear ; 
These to select, IJlysses, be thy care : 
In order ranked let all our gifts appear. 
And the &ir, train of captives close the rear: 
Talthybius shall the victim boar convey. 
Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day. 

For this (the stem JEacides replies) 
Some less important season may suffice. 
When the stem ftnv of the war is o*er, 
And wrath extinguished burns my breast no mofs. 
Bv Hector slain, their faces to tlie sky. 
All grim with gaping wouuds our liefoes lie ; 
Those call to war ! and, might my voice incite, 
Now, now, this instant, shoulil conunence the iig^t 
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Then, when the day*8 complete^ let gtneioui bow]i, 
And copious banquets, glad our weary ioulfl. 
Let not ray palate know the taste of food. 
Till my insatiate rage be cloy*d with blood. 
Pale lies my friend,with wounds disfigur'd o'er. 
And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 
Revenge is all my soul ! no meaner care, 
Interftst, or thought, has room to harbour there; 
Destruction be my feast, and mortal wounds, 
And scenes of blood, and agonizing sounds. 

O first of Greeks (Ulysses thus rejoin*d) 
The best and bravest of the warrior kind ! 
Thy praise it is in dreadful camps to shine. 
But old experience and calm wisdom, mme. 
Then hear my counsel, and to xeason vield. 
The bravest soon are satiate of the field ; 
Though vast the heaps that strow the crimson plain, 
The bloody harvest brings but little paint 
The scale of conquest ever waving lies, 
Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies ! 
The great, the bold, by thousands daily &U, 
And endless were the grief, to weep for aU. 
Eternal sorrows what avails to shed ? 
Greece honours not with solemn feasts the dead : « 
Enough, when death demands the brave to pay 
The tribute of a melancholy day. 
One chief with patience to the grave resigned, 
Our care devolves on others left betiind. 
Let generous food supplies of strength produce. 
Let rising spirits flow trora q>rigbtly Juice, 
Let their warm heads with scenes of battle glow 
And pour new furies on the feebler foe. 
Yet a short interval, and none shall dare 
Expect a second summons to the war; 
Who waits for that, the diie efiGact shall find, 
If trembling in the ships he lags behind. 
Embodied to the battle let Us bend. 
And all at once op haughty Troy descend. 
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And now tiie del^ates Ulysses sent, 
To bear the presents from the royal tent 
The sons of riestor, Phyleas* valiant heir, 
Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 
With Lycomedes of Creontian strain, 
And Menalippiis, fonn'd the chosen train. 
Swift as the word was giv*n, the youths obeyM ; 
Twice ten bright vases in tiie midst they laid ; 
A row of six fe.ir iripods then succeeds ; 
And twice the number of high-bounding steeds ; 
Seven captives next a lovely line compose ; - 
The eighth Brisels, like tlie blooming rose : 
Closed the bright band : great Ithacus before. 
First of the train, the golden talents bore : - 
The rest in public view the chiefs dispose, 
A splendid sceue ! then Agamemnon rose : 
The boar Talthybius held : the Grecian lord 
Drew the broad cudass sheathM beside his sword: 
The stubborn brtsdes irom the victim's brdw 
He crops, and offering, meditates his vow. 
His hands uplifted to th' attesting skies. 
On heaven's broad marble roof were fix*d his eyes, 
The solemn words a deep attention draw. 
And Greece around sat thrill'd with sacred awe. 

Witness, thou first ! thou greatest Power above ! 
All-good, all-wise, and all-surviving Jove ! 
And Mother-earth, and Heaven's revolving light, 
And ye, ftdl Furies of the realms of night, 
Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
For peijur'd kings, and all who falsely swear ! 
The Dlack-ey*d maid inviolate removes. 
Pure and unconscious of mv manly loves. 
If this be &lse. Heaven all its vengeance shed. 
And levell'd tlmnder strike my guilty head ! 

With that, his weapon deep inflicts the wound ; 
The bleeding savage tumbles to the ground ; 
The sacred herald rolls the victim slain 
(A feast fi>r fish) into the fiiaoQing nuun. 
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Then thus AchiDes: Hear, ye Greeks! and knoir 
Wliate*er we feel, *tis Jove inflicts the wo: 
Not else Atrides could our rage inflame. 
Nor ftoni my arms, unwiUing, force the dame. 
*Twa8 Jove*8 high will alone, overruling all, 
That doom*d our strife, and doom*d the Greeks to ftU. 
Go then, ye chiefs ! indulge the genial rite ; 
AchiUes waits you, and expects the fight 

The speedy council at his word adjouni*d : 
To their black vessels all the Greeks returned. 
Achilles sought bis tent His train before 
MarchM onward, bending with the gifts tliey bore. 
Those in the tents the squires industrious spread : 
The foaming coursers to the stalls they led *, 
To their new seats the female captives move : 
BriseTs, radiant as the Queen of Love, 
Sk)w as she past, beheld with sad survey 
Where, gashM with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay, 
Prone on the body fell the heavenly feir, 
Beat her sad breast, and tore her golden hair; 
All beautiful in grief, her humid eyes 
Shining with tears, she lifts, and thus she cries: 

Ah, youth for ever dear^ for ever kind, 
Once tender friend of my distracted mind! 
I left thee fresh in life, in beauty eay ! 
Now find thee cold, inaniroated clay ! 
What woes my wretched race of life attend ! 
Sorrows on sorrows, never doora*d to end ! 
The first lov'd consort of my viigin-bed 
Before these eyes in fetal battle bled ! 
My three brave brothers in one moumfiil day, 
Au trod the dark, irremeable wa^: 
Thy firiendly hand uprear*d me from the plain. 
And dried my sorrows for a husband slain ; 
Achilles* care you promised I should prove, 
The first, the dearest partner of his love ; 
That rites divine should ratify the band, 
And make me empress in his native land. 
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Accept t]i98Q graleful team ! for thee they flow. 
For tneo, that ever felt another's wo ! 

Her sister captives echoed groan for groan. 
Nor moumM Patroplus* fortunes, but their own. 
The leaders pressM the chief on eveiy side ; 
UnmoT'd, he heard them, and with sighs denied. 

If yet Achilles have a friend, whose caie 
Is bent to please him, this request forbear: 
Till yonder sun descend, ah ? let me pay 
To grief and anguish one abstemious day. 

He spoke, and firom the warriors tum*d his focet 
Yet stiu the brother-kings of Atieus' racet 
Nestor, Idoroeneus, Ulysses sag^. 
And Phoenix, strive to calm his grief and ragie : 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control ; 
Hegroans, he raves, he sorrows from his soul. 

Thou too, Patroclus ' (thus his heart he vents) 
Once spread th* inviting banquet in our tents; 
Thy sweet societv, thy winning care. 
Once staid Achilles, rushing to the war. 
But now, alas ! to death's cold amis resigned, 
What banquet but revenee can ^ad my mind ? 
What greater sorrow could afflict ray breast, 
What more, if hoary Peleus were deceased ? 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
His son's sad fate, and drops a tender tear. 
What more, should Neoptolemus the brave 
(My only offspring) sink into the grave? 
If yet tliat offspring lives (I distant far. 
Of all neglectful, wage a hateful war.) 
I could not this, this cruel stroke attend; 
Fate claimM Achilles, but might spare his firion^. 
1 hopM Patroclus mi^ht survive, to rear 
My tender orphan with a parent's care. 
From Scyios' isle conduct him o'er the main. 
And glad his eyes with his paternal reign, 
The lofty palace, and the large domain. 
For Peleus breathes no more the vital air ; 
Or drap a wretched life of age and care, 
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But still the news of my ttid fate invades 
His hastening soul, and sinks bint to the shades 

Sighing be said : his grief the heroes ioin'd. 
Each stoR a tear for what he left behind. 
Their mingled grief the Sire of heaven survey'd, 
And thuSf with pity, to his blue-ey*d Maid : 

Is then Achilles now no more &y care, 
And dost thou thus desert the great in war? 
Lo, where yon sails their canvass wings extend. 
All comfortless he sits, and wails his friend : 
Ere thirst and want his forces have opprest, 
Haste and infuse ambrosia in his breast 

He spoke; and sudden, at the word of Jove, 
Shot the descending Goddess from above. 
So swift through ether the shrill Harpy springs, 
The wide air floating to her ample wings. 
To great Achilles she her fl^ht addrest. 
And pour*d divine ambrosia in his breast, 
With Nectar sweet, (refection of the Gods !) 
Then, swift ascending, sought the bright abodes* 

Now issued from the ships the warrior-train. 
And like a deluge pour*d upon the plain. 
As when the piercing blasts of Boreas blow. 
And scatter o'er the fields the driving snow ; 
From dusky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 
Whose dazzling lustre whitens all the skies : 
So heims succeeding helms, so shields from shirids 
Catch the quick beeuns, and brighten all the fields; 
Broad-gUtt^nng breastplates, spears with pmnted rays, 
Mix in one stream, reflecting blaze on blaze : 
Thick beats the centre as the coursers bound, 
With splendour flame the skies, and lau^ the fields 
around. . 

Full in the midst, high-towering o'er the vest, 
His limbs in arms divine Achilles drest ; 
Arms which the Father of the fire bestowed 
Forg'd on th' eternal anvils of the God. 
Grief and revenge his furious heart inspire, 
His glowing eye^baUs roll with living nw ; 
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He grinds his teeth, aAd furious with delay 

O'enooks th' embattled host, and hopes the bloody day. 

The silver cuishes first his thighs in&ld : 
Then o^er liis breast was brac'd the hollow gold : 
The brazen sword a various baldric tied, 
That, starrM with gems, hung glittering at his side ; 
And, like the moon, the broad refulgent shield 
Blaz'd with long rays, and ^team'd athwart the field. 

So to night-wandering sailors, pale with fears. 
Wide o'er the watery waste, a light appears. 
Which, on the far-seen mountain blazing high. 
Streams firom some lonely watch-tower to the sky; 
With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again ; 
Loud howls the .storm, and drives them o^er the main. 

Next, his high head the helmet graced ; behind 
The sweepy crest hung floating in the wind ; 
Like the red-star, that from his flaming hair 
Shakes down diseases, pestilence and war; 
So streamed tlie golden nonours from his head, 
Trembled the sparkling plumes, and the loose gloriw 
shed. 

The chief beholds himself with wondering eyes ; 
His arms he poises, and his motions tries ; 
BuoyM by some inward force, he seems to swioiy 
And feels a pinion lifting every limb. 

And now he shakes his great paternal spear. 
Ponderous and huge ! which not a Greek could rear. 
From Pelion*s cbudy top an ash entire 
Old Chiron fellM, and shapM it for his sire : 
A spear which stern Achilles only wields, 
The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 

Automedon and Alcimus prepare 
Th* immortal coursers and tne i*adiant car 
(The silver traces sweeping at their side ;) 
Their fiery mouths resplendent bridles tied, 
The ivory-studded reins, returned behind, 
Wav'd o*er their backs, and to the chariot joia*d 
The charioteer then whiri'd the lash around, 
And swift aaoended at one active bound. 
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All bright in heavenbr anns, aboye his tquiiv, 
Achilles mounts, and sets the field on fire ; 
Not brighter Phcsbus in th^ ethereal way, 
Flames fiom his chariot, and restores the day. 
High o'er the host all terrible he stands. 
And thunders to his steeds these dread commands: 
Xanthus and Balius ! of Podaiges' train, 

gJnless ye boast that heavenly race in vain) 
e swift, be mindful of the load ye bear, 
And learn to make your master more your care : 
Thro* foiling squadrons bear my slauglitering swiHrd, 
Nor, as ye left Patroclus, leave your lord. 

The generous Xuithus, as the words he said, 
Seem*d sensible of wo, and drooped his head : 
Trembling he stood before the golden wain. 
And bow'd to dust the honours of his mane. 
When, strange to tell! (so Juno willM) he broke 
Eternal silence, and portentous spoke : 
Achilles ! yes ! this day at least w^ bear. 
Thy rage in safety through the files of war: 
But come it will, the fat^ time must come. 
Nor ours the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 
Not throush Dur crime, or slowness in the course, 
Fell thy Patroclus, but by heavenly force ; 
The bright iar-shooting God who gilds the day, 
(Confest we saw him) tore his anns away. 
Nor — could our swiftness o'er the winds prevail, 
Or beat the pinions of the western gale. 
All were in vain—the Fates thy death demand. 
Due to a mortal and immortal band. 

Then ceas*d for ever, by the Furies tied. 
His fateful voice. Th' intrepid chief replied 
With unabated ra^e — So let it be ! 
Portents and prodigies are lost on me. 
1 know my fates : to die, to see no more 
My much lov*d parents, and my native shore— 
Enough — when neaven ordains, I sink in night; 
Now perish Troy! he said, and lushM to fight 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
The Battit of the Ood$t and th» JteU ^ AeMlm, 

Jupiter, upon Achilles* return to the battle, calls a conneDof 
the Oods, and permits them to assist either party. The tep* 
rors of the battle described when the Deities are eogei^d. 
Apollo encourages ^neas to meet Achilles. After a \oii^ 
conversation, these two heroes encounter ; hot ^neas is pre* 
served by the assistance of Neptune. Achilles falls upon the 
rest of the Trojans, and is upon the point of ki'llin^r Hector, 
but A polio conveys him away in a cloud. Achilles pursues 
the Trojans with a jreat slaughter. 

The same day continnes. The scene is ia the field before Tny* 



Tbits round Pelides, breathing war and blood, 
Greece, sheath'd in arms beside her vessels stood ; 
While, near impending from a neighbouring hei^it, 
Troy*s black batt^oiis wait the shock of nkht. 
Then Jove to Themis gives command to call 
The Gods to council in the starry hall : 
S'wift o^er 01]mipus' hundred hills she flies. 
And summons all the senate of the skies. 
These shining on, in k>ng procemon come 
To Jove^s eternal adamantine dome. 
Not one was absent, not a rural power, 
Thut haunts the verdant gloom and roey bower; 
Each fair-hairM l>ryad of the shady wood, 
Each nsure Siiter of the tUvor flood ; 
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All but old Ocean, hoair Sin ! who keepi 
His ancient seat beneath the sacred deeps. 
On marbte thrones with lucid columns crown*d« 

iThe wofk of Vokan) sat the powers around. 
I*en he* whose trident sways the wateiy rsign, 
Heard the loud summons, and forsook the main, 
Assumed his throne amid the bright ^odes, 
And questioned thus the Sire of men and Gods 2 

'What moves theGod who heaven and earth oommuidi^ 
And grasps the thunder in his awfiil hands, 
Thus to convene the whole ethereal state f 
Is Greece and Troy the subject in debate? 
Already met, the lowering hosts appear. 
And death stands ardent 00 the edge of war. 

*Tis true (the cloud-compelling Fower replies) 
This day, we call the council of the skies 
In care or human race ; e*ea Jove's own eye 
Sees with regret unhappy mortals die. 
Far on Olympus* top m secret state 
Ourself will sit, ana see the hand of Fate 
Work out our wiU. Celestial Powers ! descend, 
And, as your minds direct, your succour lend 
Tor either host Troy soon must lie o*erthiowBt 
If unoontrollM Achilles fights alone : 
Their troops but taitel^ durst not meet his eyes; 
IVhat can th^ now, if in his rage he rise ? 
Assist them, Ciods ! or Hion's sacred wall 
May fall this day, though Fate forbids the felL 
He said, and fir*d their heavenly breasts with ragat 
On adverse parts the warring Giods engage. 
Heaven's awful Queen ; and he whose azure round 
Girds the vast gloA)e ; tlie Maid in arms renown'd j 
Hermes, of profitable arts the sire ; 
And Vulcan, tlie black sovereign of the fire ! 
These to the fleet repair with instant flight ; 
The vessels tremble as the Gods alight 

Neptune. 
VOU II. u 
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In aid of Tray, Lfttooa, Pboebus, oaow. 
Mars, fiery helmed, tbff laugh t ar-lOYing Dame* 
XanthujH wboee stieama in golden curMttts dodr. 
And the chaste HuntneB of the silver bow. 
Ere yet the gods their various aids empkry, 
•Each Aigive bosom swdTd with manly joy. 
While great Achilles, (tenor of the plaia) 
Long Imt to battle, shone in arms again. 
Dreadful be stood, in fiwt of all hie host ; 
Pale Troy beheld, and seem'd ahmidy lost; 
Her bravest beioes pant with Inwaid ieaiv 
And trembline see another God of war. 

But when the powers desoending ewelTd the figjhiy 
Then tumult rose ; fierce ra^B and pale afirif;ht 
Varied each fiw^e ; then Discord sounds alanM* 
Earth echoes, and the nations rush to arms. 
Now throuch the trembling shores Minerva calls 
And now me thunders fipcmi the Grecian walls. 
Mars hovering o'er bis.Troy, his terror shroudi < 
In gloomy tempests, and a night of clouds; 
Now through each Titian heart, he fiiiy pours 
With voice divine, finm Dion's topmost tow'rs ; 
Now shouts to Siroois from her beauteous biU ; 
The mountain shook, the mpid stream stood Mi]l» 
Above, the Sire of , Gods his thunder rolls, 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the jpoles. 
Beneath, stem Neptune shakes the solid ground; 
The forests wave, the mountains nod around : 
Through all their summiu tremble Ida*s woods, 
And from their sources boU her hundred fioods. 
Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain. 
And the toss'd navies beat the heaving main. 
Deep in the dismal regions of the dead, 
Th' infernal monarch rear'd his horrid head, 
Leap'd firom his throne, lest Neptune's arm should lay 
His dark dominions open to the day. 
And pour in light on rluto's drear abodes, 
Abhorr'd by men, and dreadful e'en to Gods. 
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Such war th* iaunortals wags: micb hononiwid 
The world*B vast concave, when the Gods oootattd. 
First silver-shafted Phoebus took the plain 
Against blue Neptune, monarch of the main: i 

The God of Arms his giant bulk display'd, 
Oppos'd to Pallas, war's triumphant Maid. i 

Against i>atona marcb*d the son of May; 
The quiverM Dian, sister of the Day 
(Her golden arrows sounding at her side,) 
Saturnia, majesty of heaven, defied. 
With fiery Vulcan last in battle stands 
The sacred flood that rolls on golden sands ; 
Xanthus his name with those of heavenly birth. 
But called Scamander by the sons of earth. 

While thus the Gods in various leagues engpgei 
Achilles ^ow'd with mCMre than mortal rage : 
Hector he sought ; in search of Hector tum*d 
His eyes around, fi>r Hector only bnmM ; 
And burst like lightning through the ranks, aiid vow*4 
To dut the God of battles with his blood. 

Maeas was the first who darM to stay ; 
Apollo wedged him in the warrior's way, 
But swell'd nis boscMn witli undaunted mig^t, 
Half-forc'd, and half persuaded to the fight 
Like young Lycaon, of the royal line, 
f n voice and aspect, seemM the oower divine ; 
And bade the cnief reflect, how late with scorn 
In distant thsei|s he bravM the Goddess-bom. 

Then thus the hero of Anchises* strain. 
To meet Pelidefil you persuade in vain: 
Already have I met, nor void ai fear 
Observed the fiiry of his %ing spear; 
From Ida's woods he chas'd us to the field. 
Our force he seatterM, and our herds be kiUM; 
Lymessus, Pe^^asus, in ashes lay ; 
But (Jove assisting) I surviv'd the day. 
Else nad I sunk opprest in fatal fight, 
By fierce Achilles and Minerva's might. 
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What mortal man Achilles can sustain ? 

Where'er he roovM the goddess shone before . 

And bathM his brazen lance in hostile gore. 

What mortal map Achilles can sustain ? 

Th' immortals guard him through the dreadful plain. 

And sufifer not his dart to foil in vain. 

Were God my aid, this arm should check bis power. 

Though strons in battle as a brazen tower. 

To whom the son of Jove. That God unploie, 
And be what great Achilles was before. 
From heavenly Venus thou deriv'st thy strain. 
And he, but from a sister of the main ; , 
An aged Sea-god father of his line, 
But .love himself the sacred source of thine. 
Then lift thy weapon for a noble blow, 
Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe. 

This said, and spirit breath'd into his breast, 
Through the thick troops th* embolden*d hero prestt 
His venturous act the white-arm'd Queen surveyM 
And thus, assembling all the Powers, she said : 

Behold an action, Gods ! that claims your care, 
Lo, great £neas rushing to the war ; 
Against Pelides he directs his course, 
Phoebus impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 
Restrain his bold career; at least, t* attend 
Our &vourM hero, let some Power descend. 
To guard his life, and add to his renown* 
We, the great armament of heaven, cafm^ down. 
Herevfter let him foil, as Fates design .^ 
That spun so short his lifers illustrious line: 
But lest some adverse God now cross his way, 
Give him to know, what Powers assist tMs day* 
For bow sliall mortal stand the dire alartn^,/ 
When heaven*s refulgent host appear iiiarma f 

Thus she, and thus the God whose fo|pe can miL 
Tlie solid globe's eternal baas shake : 
Aotmst the mjght of man, so feeble known,. 
Why should c^estial powers exert their owii f 
Suffice, from yonder nu>unt to view the scene ; 
Aud leave to war the fieucs of monai uiqd. 
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But if th* Annipotent, or God of Lidit, 
Obstruct Achilles, or commence tlie ficht, 
Thence on the Gods of Troy we swiff (lescend ; 
Full soon, I doubt not, shall the conflict end ; 
And these, in ruin and confusion huxl'd. 
Yield to our conquering arms the lower world. 

Thus having said, tlie tjnuat of the sea, 
Cerulean Neptune, rose, and led the way. 
Adranc^d upon the field, there stood a mound 
Of earth congested, wallM, and trenchM around ; 
In elder times to guard Akides made, 
(The work of Trojans, with Minerva's aid) 
What time a vengeful monster of the main 
Swept the wide shore, and drove him to the plain. 

Here Neptune and the Gods of Greece repair. 
With cloucls encompassM, and a veil of air; 
The adverse powers, around Apollo laid. 
Crown the fair hills that silver SimoTs shade 
In circle close each heavenly party sat. 
Intent to form the future scheme of Fate ; ^ 
But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
Gives the loud signal, and the heavens reply. 

Meanwhile the rushing armies hide the cround ; 
The trampled centre yields aahollow sound: 
Steeds casM in mail, and chiefs in armour brisht, 
The gleamy champaign glows with brazen light 
Amid both hosts (a dreadful space) appear 
There, great iAtiilles ; bold ^neas, here. ^^^^ 
With towering strides iGneas first advanc*di|^^P^ 
T)ie nodding plumage on his helmet danc'd,' ' 
Spread o'er his breast the fencing shield he bore, 
And, as he iqnv'd, his javelin flam*d before. 
Not so Pelides : furious to engage, 
He rush*d impetuous. Such the lion*s rage, 
Who viewing first his fbes with scornful eyes, 
Though all in arms the peopled city rise, ^ 

Stalks careless on, with unregarding pride ; 
Till at the length bv some brave youth 4efi^ 
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To his bold spoar the savage turns alone, 
He munnurs fury with a hollow groan ; 
He grins, he foams, he rolls hisses around ; 
LashM by his tail, his heaving sides resound ; 
He calls up all his rage ; be grinds his teeth, 
Resolv*d OB vengeance, or resolvM on death. 
So fierce Achilles on JEneas flies ; 
So stands £neas, and his force defies. 
Ere yet the stem encounter joined, begun 
The seed of Thetis thus to Venus* son : 

Why comes iBneas through the ranks so fiur? 
Seeks he to meet Achilles* arm in war, 
In hope the realms of Ptmm to enj<^, ~ 
And prove his merits to the throne oi Troy ? 
Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies, 
The partial monarch may refuse the prize ; 
Sons he has many : those thy pride may quell ; 
And *tis his fault to love tbo^ sons too welL 
Or, in reward of thy victorious hand. 
Has Troy proposed some specious tract of land? 
An ample forest, or a fair domain, 
Of hill for vines, and arable for grain ? 
E'en this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. 
But can Achilles be so soon forgot ^ 
Once (as I think) you saw this brandishM spear. 
And then the great £neas seemed to fear. 
With hearty haste from Ida^s mount he fled. 
Nor, tiUJunffcach^d Lymessus, turned his Ivead. 
Her loflf wtifls not long our progress staid ; - 
Those, rallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid : 
In Grecian chains her captive race were cast ; 
*Tis true, the great Mneas fled too fJaisL 
Defrauded of my conquest once befixe, 
"What then I lost, the Gods this day restore. 
Go ; while thou may*st, avoid the threatening fiutti 
Fools stay to feel it, and are wise too late. 

To this Anchises* son. Such words employ 
To one that fears thee, some unwarlike boy; 



b60K XX. TfIC ILIJIO. Wt 

Such we disdain ; ^e best may be defied 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride ; 
Unworthy the nigh race from which we came, 
ProclaimM so loudly by the voice of fame : 
Each from illustrious fathers draws his line ; 
Each Qoddess-bom ; half human, half divine. 
Thetis* this dav, or Venus* offspring dies, 
And tears shall trickle from celestial eyes; 
For when two heroes, thus deriv'd, contend, 
*Ti8 not in words the elorious strife can end. 
If yet thou fkrther seeK to learn my birth 
(A tale resounded Uirough the spacions ^uth ;) 
Hear how the elorious oridn we prove 
From ancient Dardanus, the first from Jove : 
Dardania*s walls he raisM : for Ilion then 
(The city since of many languag*d men) 
Was not The natives were content to till 
The shady foot of lda*s fountful hill. 
From Dardanus, great Erichthonius springs, 
The richest, once, of Asia's wealthy khigs; 
Three thousand mares his spacious pastures bied^ 
Three thousand foals beside tneir mothers fed. 
Boreas, enaraourM of the sprightly train, 
Concealed his godhead in a flowing mane, 
With voice dissembled to bis loves he neighed, 
And cours'd the dappled beauties o*er the mead : 
Hence sprung twelve others of unrivallM kmd. 
Swift as their mother mares, and father wind. 
These liehtly skimming, when they swept the plain, 
Nor plied the grass, nor bent the tender grain ; 
And when along the level seas th^ flew, 
Scarce on the sur&ce curlM the brinv dew. 
Such Erichthonius was: from him there came 
The sacred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 
Three sons renown*d adomM his nuptial bed, 
llus, Assarecus, and Ganymed : 
The matchless Ganymed, divinely fair. 
Whom Heaven, enamourM, snatch'd to upper air 
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« 

To bear the cup of J ove (ethereal gjuest. 

The grace and glory of th* ambrosial feast) 

The two remaining sons the line divide : 

First rose Laomedon fh>m IIus* side ; 

From him Tithonius, now in cares grown old. 

And Friam (blest with Hector, brave and bold:^ 

Clytius and Lampus, ever-hopourM pair ; 

And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 

From flreat Assaracus sprung Capyis, he 

Begat Anchises, and Anchises me. 

Such is our race : 'tis Fortune gives us birth, 

But Jove alone endues the soul witii worth : 

He, source sf power and might ! with boundless sway. 

All human courage gives or takes away. 

Long in the field of words we may contend, 

Reproach is infinite, and knows no end, 

Arm'd or with truth or falsehood, right or wrong; 

So voluble a weapon is the tongue ; 

Wounded, we wound ; and neither side can fail. 

For every man has equal strength to rail : 

Women alone, when m the streets they jar, 

Perhaps excel us in this wordy war; 

Like us they stand, encompassed with the crowd. 

And vent their anger, imjpotent and loud. 

Cease then — Our business in the field of fight 

Ts not to question, but to prove our might 

To all tliose insults thou bast offered here. 

Receive this answer : 'tis my flying spear. 

He spoke. With all his force the javelin fluo^ 
Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 
Far on his out-st^tch'd arm, P.elides held 
(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful shield. 
That trembled as it stuck ; nor void of fear. 
Saw, ere it fell, th' immeasurable spear. 
His fears were vain ; impenetrable charms 
Secured the temper of ihe ethereal arms. 
Through two strong plates the point its passage held, 
But, stopp'd, and rested by the third repell'd. 
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Five plates of varioas metal, various mould, > 

Composed iJie shield ; of brass each outward Ibid, > 

Of tin each inward, and the middle gold : \ 

There stuck the lance. Then rising ere he threw, 

The forceful spear of ^reat Achilles flew. 

And piercM the Dardan shidd's extremest bound. 

Where the shrill brass retiArnM a sharper sound ; 

Through the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides. 

And the slight covering of expanded hides. 

iEneas his contracted body bends, 

Ando^er him high the riven tai^ extends. 

Sees, through its parting plates, the upper air. 

And at his back perceives the quivering spear; 

A fiite so near him chills his soul with fright ; 

And swims before his eyes the many-colour*d light 

Achilles, rushhig m with dreadful cries, 

Draws his broad blade, and at JElnea? flies: 

£neas, rousing as the foe came on, 

(With Ibrce collected) heaves a mighty stone : 

A mass enormous ! which in modern days 

No two of earth's degenerate sons could raise. 

But Ocean^s God, whose earthquakes rock the ground. 

Saw the distress, and movM the powers around. 

Lo ! on the brink of fate ^neas stands. 
An instant victim to Achilles' hands : 
By Phoebus uig'd ; but Phcebus has bestow'd 
His aid in vain : the man o'erpowers the God. 
And can ye see this righteous chief atone, 
With guiltless blood, for vices not his own f 
To all the Gods his constant vows were paid : 
Sure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our ud. 
Fate wills not this; nor thus can Jove re»gn 
The future father of the Dardan line: 
The first great ancestor obtainM his grace. 
And still his love descends on all the race. 
For Priam now, and Priam's faithless kind. 
At length are odious to th' all-seeing Mind ; 
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On great £iieas shall devolT^ tbe leifli, 
Masons succeeding sons tbe lasting une sostahi. 
I^he great Earth-shidier thus: to whom replies 
Th* imperial Goddess with tbe radiant eyes : 
Good as he is, to immolate or spabre 
The Derdan prince, O Neptune, be thy care 
Pallas and I, oy all that Gods can bind, 
Have sworn destruction to the Trojan kind ; 
Not e*en an instant to protract their fate, 
Or save one member of the sinking state ; 
Till her last flame be quench'd with her last gOfB» 
And e*en the crumblii^ ruins are no more. 

The king of Ocean to the fight descends, 
Through all the whistling darts his course he bendi^ 
Swift mterpos*d between the warriors flies, 
And casts thick darkness o*er Achilles* evea 
From great £neas* shield the spear he drew, 
And at his master^s feet the weapon threw. 
That done, with force divine he snatchM on high 
The Dardan Prince, and bore him through the sky, 
Smooth-Aiding without step, above the beads 
Of wotnng heroes, and of bounding steeds ; 
Till at the battle's utmost verge they light, 
Where the slow Caucans close the rear of fisbt 
The Godl^ead there (his heavenly form confessM) 
With words like these the panting chief addres8*d. 

What power, O prince, with force inferior &r 
Urg*d thee to meet Achilles* arm in war f 
Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom, 
Defrauding Fate of all thy (ifime to come. 
But when tlie day decreed (for come it must) 
Shall lay this dreadful hero in the dust, 
Let then the furies c^ that arm be known. 
Secure, no Grecian force transcends thy own. 

With that he left him wondering as be lay. 
Then frum Achilles chas*d the mist away : ' 
Sudden, returning with the stream of light. 
The scene of xnu came rushing oo his sif^t. *^ 



Then tSnn amai^d : What wonders strike my mind ! 

My spear, that parted on the wings of wind. 

Laid nere before me ! and the Dwdan lord 

That fell this instant, vanished from my swtMd ! - 

I thought alone with mortals to contend, 

But Powers celestial sore this foe defend. 

Great as he is, our arm he sctoce will tnr, 

Content, for once, with all his Gods, to ny. 

Now then let others bleed. This said, aJoud 

He vents his fury, and inflames the crowd ; 

O Greeks, (he cnes, toad every rank alarms) 

Join battle, man to roan, ana arms to arms ! 

'Tis not in me, though fkvoar'd by the sky. 

To mow whole troops, and make whole annieB By : 

No God can sinely such a host engage, 

Not Mars himself, nor great Minerva's rage. 

But whatsoe'er Achilles can inspire, 

Whatever of active force, or acting fire; 

Whatever this heart can prompt, or hand obey; 

All, all Achilles, Greeks ! is yours to-day. 

Through yon wide host this arm shall scatter fear. 

And thin the squadrons with my single spear. 

He said : nor less elate with martial joy. 
The godlike Hector warm'd the ttoops of Troy. 
Trojans to war ! think Hector leads you on ; 
Nor diead the vaunts of Peleus' haughty son. 
Deeds must decide our fate. E'en those with woidi 
Insult the brave, who tremble at their swords; 
The weakest Aiheist-wretch all heaven defies, 
But shrlnki and shudders when the thunder flies* 
Nor firom von boaster shall your chief retire, 
Not though his heart were steel, his hand were finr; 
That fire, that steel, your Hector should withstahd. 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadftrl band. 

Thus (breatfadng rage through aU) the hero feidd t 
A wood of lances rises round his head, 
Clamours on clamours tempest all the air. 
They join, they throng, they thicken to tuawaft 
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But Phffibus warns him fiom high heaven to shun 
The single fight with Thetis* godlike son ; 
More i^ue to combat in the. mingled band, 
Noi[ tempt too near the tenors of his hand. 
He hears, obedient to the God of Light, 
And plungM within the ranks, awaits the fight 

Then fierce Achilles shouting to the skies. 
On Troy's whole force with boundless fuiy fiies. 
First falls Iphytion, at his army's bead ; 
Brave was the chief, and brave the host he led t 
From great Otrynteus he derivM his blood, 
His mother was a Nais of the flood ; 
Beneath the shades of Tmolus, crownM with snow. 
From Hyde's walls he ruPd the lands below. 
Fierce as he springs, the sword his head divides ; 
The parted visage fells on equal ^des ; 
With loud-resounding arms he strikes the plain ; 
While thus Achilles glories o'er the slain: 

Lie there, Otryntides ! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, thoueh Gyne boast thy birth ; 
Those beauteous fields where Hyllus* waves are roll*df 
And plenteous Hermus swells with tides of gold, 
Are thine no more— ^Th' insulting hero said, 
And left him sleeping in eternal wade. 
The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 
And dash'd their axles with no vulgar gore. 

Demoleon next, Antenor's offspring, laid 
Breathless in dust, the price of rashness paid. 
Th' impatient steel with full-descending tway 
Forc'd through his bra^n helm its furious way. 
Resistless drove the batler'd skull before. 
And dash'd and mingled all the brains with goie. 
This sees Hinpodamas, and seiz'd with fright, 
Deserts his chariotfor a swifter flight : 
The lance arrests him : an ignoble wound 
The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. 
He groans away his soul; not louder roars, 
At Neptune's shrine on Helice's high shores, 
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The ▼ictim buU ; the rocks rebeUovrioaiid, 
Aod Ocean listens to the ^teful sound. 

Then feU on Polydore his vengeful rage, 
The youngest hope of Priam^s stooping ag|B 
(Whose todt for swiftness in the race surpast ;) 
Qf all his sons, the dearest, and the last. 
To the fbrbiddeu fiel^ he takes his flight 
In the first folly of a youthful knight, 
To vaunt his swiftness, wheels around the plain. 
But vaunts not long, with all his swiftness slain. 
Struck where the crossing belts unite behind, 
And golden rings the double back-plate join'd : 
Forth through the navel burst the thrilling steel ; 
And on his knees with piercing shrieks he fell ; 
The rushing entrails, pourM upon the ground. 
His hands collect ; and darkness wraps him round. 
When Hector viewed, all ghastly in his gore 
Thus sadly slain, th* unhappy Polvdore ; 
A cloud of sorrow overcast nis sight. 
His soul no longer brooked the distant fight, 
Full in Achilles* dreadful front he came. 
And shook his javelin like a waving flame. 
The son of Peleus sees, with joy possest. 
His heart high-bounding in his rising breast: 
And, lo ! the man, on whom black lates attend ; 
The man, that slew Achilles, in his friend ! 
No more shall ^ector*s and Pelides* spear 
Turn from each other in the walks of^ war — 
Then' with revengeful eyes he scannM him o*er : 
Come, and receive thy fate ! He spake no more. 

Hector, undaunted, thus : Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, some unwarlike b(^ : 
Such we could give, defying and defied. 
Mean intercourse of obloquy and pride ! ^ 
I know thy foice to mine superior fkr ; 
But Heaven alune confers success in war: 
Mean as I am, the Gods may guide my dart, 
And give it entrance in a braver heart. 
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- Then parta the aaoe: but FaUas* beav^y bie^tb 
Far fiom Achilles wafts the winged death: 
The bidden dart a|pin to Hectar flies. 
And at the feet of its gieat master lies. 
Achilles cloees with his hated foe, 
His heart and eyes with flaming fury g)ow : 
But present to his aid, ApoUo shrouds 
The favourM hero in a veil of clouda 
Thrice struck Pelides with indignant heart. 
Thrice in impetssive air he plungM the dart: 
The spear, a fourth time, buried in the cloud ; 
He foams with fury, euid exclaims aloud i 

Wretch ! thou hast scap'd again, once more thy 
Has savM thee, and the t»rUiu God of Light. 
But long thou shalt not tny just £aite withstand, 
If any power assist Achilles' hand. 
Fly then inglorious ! but thy flight this day 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghosts shall pay. 

With that, he gluts his rage on numbers slain : 
Then Dryops tumbled to th* ensanguined plain, 
FiercM through the neck : he left him panting themi 
And stopp'd Demuehus, great Philetor's heir. 
Gigantic chief! deep gashM tli* enormous blade. 
And for the soul an ample passage made. 
Laogonus and Dardanus expire. 
The valiant sons of an unhappy sire; 
Both in one instant from the chariot hurl*d. 
Sunk in one instant to the nether world ; 
This difference only their sad lates afford. 
That one the spear destroyed, and one the swonL 

Nor less unpitied young Alastor bleeds ; 
In vain his youth, in vain his beauty pleads: 
In vain he begs thee with a suppliaurs moan. 
To spare a form, an age so Uke thy own ! 
Unhapi^boy! no prayer, no movmg art, 
£*er bent that fierce, inexorable been ! 
While yet he trembled at his knees, and cdad. 
The ruthless fiOohion ope*d his tender side; 
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Thepaathig liver poun aflood of gora 
That drowns his bosom till be pants no more. 

Tbnw^ MioUus' head then drove tli* impetuous spewr, 
The wanior foils, trans&xM ficom ear to ear. 
Thy life, Echeck^ ! next the sword bereaves, 
Deep through tbd. fimit the ponderous falcl^ion cleaves; 
WarmM in the.bcaJki the smoking )vea|^ li<«t 
The purpljB death oomes floating o*er bis ^yag* 
Then brave Deucalion died : the dart was flung 
Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow strung; 
He dropt his arm an unassisting weight, 
And stood all impotent, expecting fate : 
FuU on his neck the faUing folchion sped, 
From his broad shoulders bewM his crested head: 
Forth fhnn the bone the spinal marrow flies, 
And sunk in dust the corse extended lies. 
Rhigmus, whose race from fruitful Thracia came, 
(The son of Pireus, an illustrious name,) 
Succeeds to fate : the spear his belly rends ; 
Prone from his car the thundering chief descends : 
The squire, who saw expiring on the ground 
His prostrate master, rein*d the steeds around : 
His oack scarce tumM, the Pelian iavelin goi'd. 
And stretchM the servant o*er his ayins lord 
As when a flame the winding valley fiUs, 
And runs oh crackling shrubs between the hills; 
Then o*er the stubble, up the mountain flies, 
Fires the high woods, and blazes to the skies. 
This way and that the spreading torrent roars. 
So sweeps the hero through the wasted shores. 
Around him wide, immense destruction pours, 
And earth is deluged with the sanguine showers. 
As with autumnal harvests cover'd o'er. 
And thick betstrown, lies Ceres* sacred floor ; 
When round and round with never-wearied pain. 
The trampling steers beat out th' upniunberM grains 
So the fierce coursers as the chariot rolls, 
Tread down whole ranks, and crush out heroes' souIb. 
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DashM fiMMn their hoofs wlule o'«r the dead they fly. 
Black, tdoodr drops the smoking chariot dye : 
The tpikT Wneels through heaps of carnage toie, 
And titick the groaning axles dropp'd with gon. 
Hkb o'er the scene of death AchiUes stood, 
Augrim with dust, all boiribto in Uood : 
Fet still insatiate, stiU with rage oo flame; 
Such is tfa* Imt of never-dyiDf fiunai 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Battle tn the River Seamandtr 

The Trofans fly before Achilles, Bome toward the tow%«th«N 
to thenverScamander: he falls upon the latter with great 
slaurhter, takes twelve captives alive, to sacrifice to the shade 
of Patroclus: and kills Ljcaon and Asteropssus. Scaman- 
der attacks him with all his waves ; R eptane and Pallas as- 
sist the hero ; Simois joins Scamaader j at length Vulcan, by 
the instigation of Juno, almost dries up the river. This com- 
bat ended, the other Oods eng^e each other. Meanwhile 
Achilles continues the slaughter, drives the rest into Tftby : 
Agenor only makes a stcnd, and is conveyed away in a cloud 
by Apollo ; who (to delude Achilles) takes upon him Agenor's 
shape, and while he pursues him in that di^uise, gives the 
Trojans an opportunity of retiring into their ci^. 

The same day continues. The scene is on the beaks ead in 
the ftream of Scamander* 



Akd now to Xanthus' gliding stream they diore, 
Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove. 
The river here divides the flying train, 
Part to the town fly diverse o'er the plain, 




And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds.) 
Part plun|;e into the stream : ola Xanthus roan, 
The nashmg billows beat the whitened shores: 
With ciies promiscuous all the banks resound ; 
And here, and there, in, eddies whirling round, 
The flouncing steeds and shrieking wanriors drowa*<i 
YOL. u. u 
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As the BCorchM locusts' from their fields retire. 

While fast behind them runs the blaze of fire ; 

Driven firom the land before the smoky cloud, 

The clustering legions rush into the flood ; 

So plung'd in Aanthus by Achilles* force, 

Roars the resounding surge with men and horse. 

His bloody lance the hero cast aside 

nVhich spreading tamarisks on the mai^n hide ;) 

Then, like a God, the rapid billows braves, 

Arm^d with his sword high brandishM o*er the waves.'. 

Now down he plunges, now he whirls it round. 

Deep groan'd tne waters with the dying sound : 

Repeated wounds the reddening river dy'd. 

And the warm purple circled on the tide. 

Swift through the foamy flood the Trojans fly, 

And close m rocks or winding caverns lie: 

So tlie huge dolphin tempesting the main. 

In shoals before hiip fly the scaly train, 

ConfiisMly heapM, they seek their inmost caves. 

Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 

Now tirM with slaughter, from the Trojan band 

Twelve chosen youths he drags alive to land ; 

With their rich belts their captive arms constrains 

(Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains.) 

These his attendants to the ships convey*d 

Sad victims ! destin*d to Patroclus* shade. 

Then, as once more he plunged amid the flood. 
The young Lycaon in his passage stood ; 
The son of niam, whom the hero's hand 
But late made captive in his father's land. 
(As from a sycamore, his sounding steel 
Lopp'd the green arms to spoke a chariot*whcel ;) 
To Lemnos* isle he sold the royal slave. 
Where Jason's sun the price demanded gave ; 
But kind Eetion touching on the shore. 
The ranaom'd prince to niir Arisbe bore. 
Ten days were past, since in his Other's iei(p 
He Mt the sweeu of liberty again ; 
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The ncQct, that God, whom men in vain withitand, 

Gives the same youth to the same conquering hand j 

Now never to return ! and doom'd to go 

A sadder journey to the shades below. 

His weU-linown face when creat Achilles ey*d 

(The helm and visor he had cast aside 

With wild affiright,and dropped upon the field 

His useless lance and unavailing shield,) 

As trembling, panting, from the stream he fled, ' 

And knockM his feiultering knees, the hero said t 

Ye mighty Gbds ! what wonders strike my view I 
Is it in vain our conquering arms subdue f 
Sure I shall see yon neaps of Trojans kiUM, 
Rise from the shades, and brave me on tlie field: 
As now the captive, whom so late 1 bound 
And sold to Lemnos, stalks on Trojan ground ! 
Not him the sea*s unmeasurM deeps detain, 
That bar such numbers from their native plain i 
Lo ! he returns. Try, then my flying ^ar ! 
Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer ; 
If earth at length this active prince can seize. 
Earth, whose strong erasp has held d.iwn Hercules. 

Thus while he spake^ the Trojan, pale with fears, 
ApproachM, and sought his knees with suppliant teanit 
Loth as he was to yield his youthful breath. 
And his soul shivering at the approach of death; 
AchiUes raised the spear, prepar'd to wound \ 
He kissM his feet, extended on the around : 
And, while above the spear suspended stood« 
Lonffing to dip its thirsty pomt m blood, 
One nand embracM them closer one stopt the dart, 
While thus these melting words attempt his heart: 

Thy well known captive, great Achilles ! see, 
Once more Lyraon trembles at thy knee. 
Some pity to a suppliant's name afford, 
Who shair'd the gins of Ceres at thy board ; 
Whom late thv conquering arm to Lemnos bora 
Far fipom his ather, frieods, and native thoie: 
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A hundsed (nan weie his price that day, 

Nov sums immeose thy mercy shall repay. 

Scarce respited £rom woes I yet appear, 

And scarce twelve isorning suns have seen me bme ; 

Lo ! Jove a^^in submits me to thy hands, 

Again, her victim cruel Fate demands ! 

I sprung from Priam and Laothde fiur 

(Old Alters daughter, and Lelegia's heir; 

Who held in Pedasus his iamM abode, 

And ruPd the fields where silver Satnio flow'd :) 

Two BOOS (alas ! unhappy sons) she bore ; 

For ah ! one spear shall drink each brother** goie. 

And I succeed to slau£hter*d Polvdoie. 

How from that arm of terror shall I fly ? 

Some demon urg^s; 'tis my doom to die! 

If ever yet soft pity touchM thy mind. 

Ah ! think not me too much of Hector's kind ! 

Not the same mother gave thy suppliaat breath. 

With his, who wrought thy lov'd Patroclus' death. 

These words, attended with a shower of tears, 
The youth addrest the unrelenting ears ; 
Talk not of life, or ransom (he replies) 
Patroclus dead, whoever meets me, dies: 
In vam a single Trojan sues for grace ; 
But least, the sons of Priam's hateful race. 
Die theiit my friend ! what boots it to deplore ? 
The neat, the, good Patroclus is no more ! 
He, nur thy better, was foredoom'd to die, 
«< And thou, dost thou, bewail mortality?" 
See'st thou not me, whom nature's gifts adom. 
Sprung bom a hero, from a Goddess bom ; 
The day shall come ^which nothing can avert) 
When by the spear, the arrow, or uie dart, 
By night, or day, by force or by design. 
Impending death aud certain fate are mine. 
Die then — he said ; and as the word he spoket 
The fiuntiog stripling sunk before the stRNW: > 
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His hand forgot its gmsp, and left the spear: 
While aU his trembliiig frame confest his fear ; 
Sudden, Achilles his broad sword disjfday'd, 
And buried in his neck the reeking t^tde. 
Prone fell the youth ; and panting on the land, 
The gushing purple dy*d the thirsty sand ; 
The victor to the stream the carcass gave, 
And thus insults him, floating on the wave : 

Lie there, Lycaon ! let the fish surround 
Thy bloated corse, and suck thy gory wound : 
There no sad mother shall thy funerals weep, 
But swift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 
Whose every wave some watery monster brin^ 
To feast unpunished on the fat of kings. 
So perish Troy, and all the Trojan line ! ^ 
Such ruin tlieirs, and such compassion mine. 
What boots you now Scamander's worshipped stream. 
His eartMy honours, and immortal name ; 
In vain your immolated bulls are slain, 
Your living coursers glut his ^ulfs in vain : 
Thus he rewards you, with this bitter &te ; 
Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete ; 
Thus is atonM Patroclus* ncnour'd shaae, . 
And the short absence of AchiUes paid. 

These boastfol words provoke the lagmg God \ 
With fury swells the violated flood. 
W^bat means divine may yet the power employ. 
To check Achilles, and to rescue Troy ? 
Meanwhile the hero springs in arms to dare 
The great Asterbpeus to mortal war; 
The son of Pelagon, whose lofty line 
Flows from the source of Axius, stream divine ! 
(Fair Peribaea^s love the Grod had crownM, 
With all his refluent waters circled round) 
Chi him Achilles rushM : he fearless stood, 
And shook two spears, advancing from the flood ; 
The flood impell'd him, on Pelides' head 
T* avenge his waters ohok'd whh heaps of dead, 
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Near as they drew, AchOles thus began : 

What art thou, boldest of the race of man ? 
Who, or from whence 'i Unhappy is the sire 
Whose son encounters our resistless ire. 

O son of Peleus ! what avails to trace 
(Replied the warrior) our illustrious race ? 
From rich Pseonia*s valleys 1 command, 
ArmM with portended spears, my native band ; 
Now shines me tenth bright morningyStnce I'camey 
In aid of llion,to the fields of &une : 
Axius, who swells with all the neighbouring rills, 
And wide around the floated region fills, 
Be^t my sire, whose spear such glory won : 
Now lift thy arm, and try that heroes son ! 

Threatening he said : the hostile chiefe advance ; 
At once Asteropeus discharge each lance, 
(For both his dexterous hands the lance could wield) 
One -struck, but piercM not the Vulcanian shield ; 
One razM Achilles hand ; the nx)uting blood 
Spun forth, in earth the ^sten'd weapon stood. 
Like lightning next the Pelian javelin flies r 
Its erring fury hissM along the skies ; 
Peep in the swelling bank was driven the spear, 
E*en to the middle earth*d ; and quiver^ there. 
Then from his side the sword Peiides drew, 
And on his foe with doubled fiiry flew. 
The foe thrice tugg*d, and shook the rooted wood ; 
Repulsive of his might the weapon stood : 
The fourth, he tries to break the spear, in vain ; 
Bent as be stands^ he tumbles to the plain ; 
Hils belly openM with a ghastly wound, 
The reeking entrails pour apon the ^und. 
Beneath the heroes feet be panting lies, 
And his eye darkens, and bis ^irit flies : 
While the proud victor thus triumphing said, 
His radiant armour tearing from the dead : 

So ends thy glory ! Such the Aite they prove 
Who strive presumptuous with the sons of Jo vet. 
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Sprung from a riTer, didsl thou boast thy line? 
Hut great Saturnius is the source of mine. 
How durst thou vaunt thy watery progeny ? 
Of Peleus, iEacus, and Jove, am I ; 
The race of these superior fair to those, 
As he that thunders to the stream that ilows. 
What rivers can, Scamander might have shown { 
But Jove he dreads, nor wars against his son. 
E*en Achelous might contend in vain. 
And all the roaring billows of the main. 
Th* eternal ocean, from whose fountains ilow 
The seas, Uie rivers, and the springs below. 
The thundermg voice of Jove abhors to btou. 
And in his deep abysses shakes with fear. 

He said ; then from the bank his javelin tore, 
And left Uie breathless warrior in his spre. 
The floating tides the bloody carcass ULve, 
And beat against it, wave succeeding wave ; 
Tin, rolPd between the banks, it lies the food 
Of curling eels, and fishes of the flood. 
All scattered round the stream (their mightSest slain) 
Th* amazM Paeonians scour along the (Main : 
He vents his fury on the flying crew, 
Thrasius, As^ylus, and Mnesius slew ; 
Mydon, Thersuochus, with iSnius fell ; 
And numbers more his lance had plungM to hell ; 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound, 
Scamander spoke; the shores retumM the sound: 

O first of mortals ! (for the Gods are thine) 
In valour matchless, and in force divine ! 
If Jove have given thee every Trojan head, 
'Tis not on roe thy rage should heap the dead. 
See ! my chokM streams no more their course can keep 
Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep. 
Turn, then, impetuous ! from our injur'd flood,; 
Content, thy slaughters could amaze a God. 

In human form, confest before his ejres, 
The river thus; and thus the chief repliet: 
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O sacred Mnwn ! thy xrotd we tfaall ob^; 
But nut till Tioy the destin'd vengeance |iay. 
Net till within her towers the perjai'd train 
Shall pant, and tremble at our arras again : 
Not till proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 
Or stain this lance, or see Achilles ftiU. 

He said ; and'Ttipove with ftiry on the ibe. 
Then to the eodhead of the silver bow 
The yellow .flood, began : O son of Jove ! 
Was not the mandate of the Siie above 
FuU and express f that Phosbus should employ 
His sacred arrows in defence of Troy, 
And make her conquer till Hyperion's &U, 
In awful darkness bide the face of all f 

He spoke in vain — ^the chief without dismay 
Ploughs through the boifing surg^ his desperate 
Then, rising in his rage above tiie shores, 
From all his deep the bdlowing river roars, 
Hu^ heaps oi stain disgorges on the coast. 
And round the banks the ghastly dead are tost. 
While all before, the billows ranged on high 
(A watery bulwark) screen the bands who fly. 
Now buistinc on his head with thundering sdundy 
The falling aeluse whelms the hero round ; 
His loaded shield bends to the rushing tide ; 
His feet, upborn, scarce the strooz ffoou divide, 
Slidderin^, and staggering. On the border slood 
A spiiaad]ng«elm, that overhung tlw flood ; 
He seized a bendins bou^ his steps to stay; 
The plant uprooted to his weight gave way, 
Heaving the bank, and undermining aU ; 
Loud flash the waters to the rushing fall 
Of the thick foliage. The large trunk displanr'd, 
Brid^M the rough flood across: the hero stay*d 
On this his weight, and, laisM upon his hand, 
I^pM from the channel, and regainM the land. 
Then blackened the wild waves ; tiie murmur 
TheGod pur8u«a> a huger biUow difow8» 
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And bursts the baak, tuabkioofl to dastray 
The man whose fugf is the frte of Troy. 
He, like the warlike eagle, speeds his pace 

J Swiftest and strongest of th^ aerial race) 
i'ar as a spear can fly, Achilles springs 
At every bound ; his clanging armour rings : 
Now here, now there, he turns on eveiy side* 
And winds his course before the following tide; 
The waves flow after, wher^9oe*er he wheels, 
And gather fast, and miumur at his heels. 
So when a peasant to hb§^urden brings 
Soft rills of^ water from the bubbling springs, 
And calls the floods from high to bless his bowers, 
And feed with pregnant streams the pUmts and floweit{ 
Soon as he clears whatever their passage staid, 
And marks the future current with his spade, 
Swift o*er the ndling pebblee, down the hills 
Louder and louder purl the mlling rills, 
fiefijre him scattering, they prevent his pains, 
And shine in mazy wanderings o'er the plains 

Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
Still swift Scamander rolls where'er he flies: 
Not all his epeod escapes the rapid floods ; 
The first of men, but not a match for God& 
Oft as he tum'd the torrent to oppose, 
And bravely try if all the powers were foes ; 
So oft the Buiget in watery mountains spread, 
Beats on his back, or bursts upon his head. 
Yet dauntless still the adverse flood be braves, 
And still indicant bounds above the waves. 
Tur'd by the tides, his knees relax with toil ; 
Washed from beneath him slides the slim^ sDili 
When thus (his eyes on heaven's expansion thrown) 
Forth bursts the hero with an aneiy noan: 

Is there no God Achilles to befriend. 
No power t' avert his miseiable end f 
Prevent, oh Jove J this ignominious date. 
And make my futuxe life the sport of Fate. 
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S^l Jov^ and ^""^^y't Jl^ ^^^i 
rJhft iaw and cax the ^w^*^ 
[%&.. -^^V at the v^en^ 
pUr. JEneas ^the victor ^ Vithdre„r - 

^SiS'd hamless o'er lus po^l'^i^^'^ 
smblmg stiuck, and rooted in tfte » 
yet scaxce spent, it quivers on tii» i"" 
f the great Jfilneas' arm in vain- 
IS thou art (the raging hero cries), 
uUM in dancinc to dispute the p^^^ 
ear, the destinM passage had it foiiOOf 
z*d thy active vigour to the ground- 
raliant leader of the Dardau host ! 
ed Marion thus retorts the boast) 
as you are, 'tis mortal force you tiu*^ 
n as strong may stretch thee in the dust 
to this my lance thy iate be given, 
re thy vaunts ; success is sUll fioro heaven ; 
istont sends thee down to Pluto's coast ; 
'^,&2L^ Jhy parting ghost 
end (Menoetius' son this answer »▼») 

"^Vl^^^ ^ ^^ «*»« b«ve ; 
ptyboasts the sons of Troy reneL 
»;Md8imist plunge them to theses of heU. 
kk, beseems the council; butiodaie 
S"«2»«thetaskofwi *^ 

»jn««»now^ and new shoots arise ; 
ctetr^** "^^ warriors dose'; 
J^tbe sbnlling vale, or mountain grotwd 
«« of the woodman's «« ««unlr 
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Not a whole river stops the hero's course, 
While Pallas fills him with immortal Ibrce. 
With equal raee, indignant Xanthus roars, 
And lifu his bulows, and Overwhelms his shores. 

Then thus to Simols: Haste, mj brother flood ! 
And check this mortal that controls a God : 
Our bravest heroes else shall quit the fight, 
And Ilion tumble fiom her towering height 
Call then thy subject streams, and bid them roar, 
From all thy fountains swell thy watei^ store, 
With broken rocks, and with a load of dead 
Chai^ the black surge, and pour It on his head. 
Mark how resistless Uirough the floods he goes, 
And boldly bids the warring Gods be iocs ! 
But nor that force, not form divine to sight 
ShaU aught avail hiin, if our rage unite: 
WhelmM under our dark gulfs those anns shall lie, 
That blaze so dreadful in each Trojan eye ; 
And deep beneath a sandy mountain hurPd 
ImmersM remain this terror of the world. 
Such ponderous ruin shall confound the place. 
No Greek shall e*er his jperish'd relics grace, 
No hand his bcHies shall gather, or inhume ; 
These his cold rites, and this bis watery tomb. 

He said ; and on the chief descenus amain, 
IncreasM with gore, and swelling with the slain, 
Then murmuring from his beds, he boils, he raves, 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves : 
At every step, before Achilles stood 
The crimson suige,aad delusM him with blood. 
Fear touch*d the Queen of Heaven ; she saw dismayed. 
She callM kloud, and summon*d Vulcan's aid. 

Rise to the war ! th* insulting flood requires 
Thy wasteful arm : assemble all thy fires ! 
While to their aid, by our command enjoin*d. 
Rush the swift eastern, and the western wind ; 
These from old Ocean at my word shall blow, 
Pour the red torrent on the watery foe, 
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Cones and arms to one bright ruin turn. 
And hissing rivers to their bottoms bum, 
Goi mightf in thy rage ! display thy power, 
Prink die whole floodi the crackling trees devour. 
Scorch all the banks : and(tili our v<Mce reclaim) 
Exert th* unwearied furies of the flame ! 

The power ignipotent her word obeys : 
Wide o*er the plain he pours the boundless Uase: 
' At once consumes the aead, and dries the soil ; 
And the shrunk waters in their channel boil. 
As when autumnal Boreas sweeps the sky, 
And uistant blows the waterM gardens diy : 
So lookM the field, so whitened was the ground. 
While Vukan breathM the fiery blast around. 
Swift on the sedgj reeds the ruin preys ; 
Along the maigin winds the running blaze: 
The trees in i^mkig rows to ashes turn, / 

The flowery lotos and the tamaridL bum. 
Broad ekn, and cypress rising in a spire ; 
The watery billows hiss before the fire. 
Now glow the waves, the fishes pant for breath. 
The eels lie twisting in the pangs of death: 
Now flounce aloft, now dive Hoe scaly fiy, 
Or, ^sping, turn their bellies to the sky. 
At length the river rear'd his languid head, 
And thus, short-panting, to the G^ he said : 

O, Vulcan ! on ! what power resists thy migjht? 
I ftunt, I sink, unequal to the fight — 
I yield— Let llionraJl ; if Fate decree ; 
An — bend no more thy fiery arras on me ! 

He ceas'd wide conflagration biasing round ; 
The bubbling waters yield a hissing sound. 
As when the flames beneath a calcwm rise, 
To melt the fat of some rich sacrifice. 
Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 
The waters foam, the heavy smoke aspires: 
So boils the imprison'd flood, forbid to flow, 
And, chokM with Tapoui% foekhia bottom gknr. 
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To Juno then, imperial oueen of air* 
Ttie buraing river seQde his earnest prayer: 

All, why, Satumia ! must thy son engage 
Me, only me, with all his wasteful race 1 
On other Gods his dieadful arm onploy. 
For mightier Gods assert the cause of Troy. 
Submissive I desist, if thou command ; 
But, ah .' withdraw this all-destroying hand. 
Hear then my solemn oath, to yield to Fata 
Unaided Ilion, and her destined state. 
Till Greece shall ^ird her with destructive flame. 
And in one ruin sink the Trman name. 

His warm entreaty toucfa^aSatamia's ear: 
She bade th* Ignipotent his rage forbear. 
Recall the flame, nor in a mortal cause 
Infest a God ; th* obedient flame withdraws: 
Again, the branching streams begin to spread. 
And soft re-murmur in their wonted bed. 

While these by Juno*B will the strife resign, 
The warring Gods in fierce contention join : 
Re-kindling ragp each heavenly breast alarms ; 
With horrid dansQur shockM th* ethereal arms: 
Heaven with loud thunder bids the trumpet sound ; 
And *vide beneath them groans the rendm^ ground. 
Jove, as his sport, the drNuliul scene descries, 
And views contending Gods with careless eyes. 
The Power of battles lifts his brazen spear. 
And first assaults the radiant Queen of War: 

What mov'd thy madness, thus to disunite 
Ethereal minds, and mix all Heaven in fight? 
What wonder this, when in thy firantic mood 
Thou drov- 8t a mortal to insult a God ? 
Thy impious hand Tydides' javelinbore. 
And madly bath'd it in celestial gore. 

He spoke and smote the loud-resounding sfaidd. 
Which bears Jove*s thunder on its dreadful field ; 
The adamantine aegis of her Sire, 
That turns the glancing bolt and filled fim. 
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Then beavM the Goddess in her mighty hand 
A stone, the limit of the neighboaring land, 
There fixM from eldest times ; black, craggy, vast 
This at tlie heavenly homicide she cast 
Thundering he fiills, a mass of monstrous sise, 
And seven broad acres covers as he lies. 
The stunning stroke his stubborn nerves unbound ; 
Loud o'er the fields his ringing arms resound : 
The scornful dame her ccmquest views with smilea^ 
And ^oiving,thus the prostrate God reviles: 

Hast thou not yet, insatiate fiiry ! known 
How &r Minerva's force transcends thy own ? 
Juno, whom thou rebellious dar'st withstand. 
Corrects thy folly thus by Pallas' haod; 
Thus meets tliy broken ftiith with just disgcace. 
And partial aid to Troy's perfidious race. 

The Goddess spoke, and tum'd her eyes away. 
That, beaming round, diffus'd celestial day. 
Jove's Cvprian daughter, stooping on the mnd, 
Lent to the wounded God her tender hand : 
Slowly he rises, scarcely breiohed with pain. 
And, propt on her fyHi arm, forsakes the plain. 
This the bright Empress of the heavens survey'd. 
And, scoffing, thus to War's victorious Maid : 

Lo ! what an aid on Mars*s side is seen ! 
The Smiles and Love's unconquerable queen ! 
Mark with what insolence, in open view. 
She moves: let Pallas, if she dares, pursue. 

Minerva smiling heard, the pair o'ertook. 
And diglitly on her breast the wanton strookt 
She, unresisting, fell, (her spirits fled ;) 
On earth together lay the lovers spread. 
And like these heroes, be the fiite of all 
(Mmerva cries) who guard the Trojan wall ! 
To Grecian Gods such let the Phrygians be. 
So dread, so fierce, as Venus is to nie ; 
Then from the lowest stone shall Troy be mor'd— 
I'hus she ; and Juno with a smile approved* 
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Meantime, to mix in more than mortal fight, 
The God of Ocean dares the God of Light 
What sloth hath seizM us, when the fields around 
Ring with conflicting powers, anJ heaven returns the 

sound f 
Shall, ignominious, we with shame retire. 
No deed performM, to our Olympian Sire f 
Come, prove thy arm ! for first the war to wage, 
Suits not my greatness, or superior age : 
Rash as thou art to prop the Trojan throne i 
(Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own,) > 
And guard the rage of proud Laomedon ! ) 

Hast thou forgot how, at the monarches prayer. 
We sliarM the lengthen^ labours of a year? 
Troy*s walls 1 rais'd (for such were Jove^s commande) 
And you proud bulwarks grew beneath my liaiiJs: 
Thy task ft was to feed the bellowing droves 
Along fair Ida's vales, and pendant proves. 
But when the circling seasons in' theur train 
Brought back the dreadful day that crownM our pain, 
With menace stem the fraudnil king defied 
Our latent Godhead, and the prize denied .* 
Mad as he was, he threatened servile bands. 
And doomed us exiles far in barbarous lands. 
Incens'd, we heavenward fled with swiftest wing, 
And destin'd vengeance on the per)ur*d king. 
Dost thou, for this, afford proud Ilion grace. 
And not like us, infest the faithless race ; 
And from its deep foundations heave their Troy? 

Apollo thus : to combat for mankind, 
ni suits the wisdom of celestial mind : 
For what is man ? Calamitous by birth. 
They owe their life ahd nourishment to earth ; 
Like yearly leaves, that now with beauty crowned, 
Smile on the sun ; now wither on the ground. 
To their own hands commit the frantic ^ecene^ 
Nor mix immortals in a cause so mean. 
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Then tonis his ftce ; fiir beaming heaveDly finib 
And from the senior power submiss retires: 
Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbraids. 
The quiverM huntress of the Sylvan shades. 

And is it thus the youthful Phoebus flies, 
And yields to Ocean^s hoary Sire the prize ? 
How vain that martial pomp and drcadfiil show 
Of pointed arrows, and the silver bow ! 

Now boast no more in yon celestial bower, 

Thy foice can match the great earth-shaking Power. 

Silent, he heard the Queen of Woods upbraid: 
Not so Saturnia bore the vaunting maid ; 
But furious thus: What insolence has driven 
Thy pride to fece the majesty of Heaven ? 
What though by Jove the female pla^e desig^'d, 
Fiexce to the feeble race of woman-kind. 
The wretched matron feels thy piercing daiC ; 
Thy sex's tyrant, with a timer's heart ? 
What Ihou^, tremendous in the wood and chaae. 
Thy certain arrows pierce the savage race ? 
Huw dares thy rashness on the powers divine 
Employ those arms, or match thy force with mine? 
Learn hence, no more unequal war to wage — 
She said, and seizM her wrists with eagpr rage ; 
These m her left hand locked, her right untiea 
The bow, the quiver, dxxd its plumy pride. 
About her temples flies the busy bow ; 
Now here, now there, she winds her from the \AaWj ■ 
The scattering arrows rattling from the caae. 
Drop round, and idly mark the dusty place. 
Swift from the field the bafBed huntress flieti 
And scarce retains the torrent in her eyes: 
So when the felcon wings her way above. 
To the cleft cavern speeds the gentle dove, 
^ot fated yet to die) there safe retreats, 
Yet still her heart a^unst the marble beats. 

To her, Latona hastes with tender care. 
Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the w«r : 
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How shall I ftce the dame who dves delight 
To htra whose thunders blacken heaven with nl^tf 
Go, matchless Goddess ! triumph in the skies, 
And boast my conquest, while 1 yield the prise. 

He spoke; and past: lAtona, stooping W, 
Collects the scatter'd shafts, and ftdlen bow, 
That, glittering on the dust, lay here and then ; 
Dishonour'd reiirs of Diana^s war. 
Then swift pursued her to her blest abode, 
Where all confus'd she sought the Sovereign God ; 
Weeping she grasp'd his kMes : th* ambrosial vest 
Shook with her sighs, and panted on her breast 

The Sire superior smil'd ; and bade her show 
What heavenly hand had causM his daughter's wo ; 
AbashM, she names his own Imperial qiouse ; 
And the pale crescent ftides upon her brows. 

Thus they above: while swiftly ^diog down, 
Apollo enters llion*s sacred town : . 
Tne Guardian God now trembled for her wall, 
And fear*d the Greeks, though Fate forbade her fiUl. 
Back to Oljrmpus, iiom the war^s alarms, 
Return the shming bands of Gods in arms ; 
Some proud in triumph, some with rage on fire ; 
And take their thrones around th* etherial Sire. 

Thro^ blood, thro' death, Achilles siiU proceeds, 
0*er slaughtered heroes, and o*er rolling steeds. 
As when avenging flames, with foaj dnven, 
On guil^ towns exert the wrath of Heaven ; 
The pale inhabitants, some fisdl, some fly ; 
And the red vapours purple all the sky : 
So rag*d Achilles : death and dire dianay. 
And toils, and terrors, fill*d the dreadfiil day. 

High on a turret hoaiv Priam stands, 
And marks the waste of his destructive hands; 
Views, from his arm, the Trojans* scattered fligjil. 
And the near hero rising on his sight ! 
No step, no check, no aid ! With feeble pace, 
And settled sorrow on his aged face, 

VOL. n. K 
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Fftst as he could, he sighinff quitB the wallt; 
Aiid-tfaus, descending, ou the guards he calls: 

You to whose care our city-gates belong, 
Set wide your portals to the flying throng: 
For lo ! he eomes, with unresisted sway ; 
He comes, and desolation marks his way ! 
But when within the walls our troops taJce breathi 
Lock fast the brazen bars, and shut out death. 
Thus chargM the reverend monarch : wide were flung 
The opening folds ; the sounding hinges rung. 
PhoBbus rushM forth, the flying bands to meqt; 
' Struck daughter back, and coyexM the retreat 
On heaps the Trojans crowd to gain the gate. 
And, gladsome, see their 4ast escape from Fate. 
Thither, all parchM with thirst, a heartless traiot 
Hoaiy with dust they beat the hollow plain : . 
And, easpiug, panting, fainting, labour on 
'With heavier strides, that lengthen toward the town. 
Enrag*d Achilles follows with nis spear ; 
Wild with reven|e, insatiable of war. 

Then had tiie Greeks eternal praise acquired. 
And Troy inglorious to her walls retired ; 
But he,* the God who darts ethereal flame, 
Shot down to save her, and redeem her faiQB. 
To youQff Aoenor force divine he gave 
(Antenors onspring, haughty, bold, and brave ;) 
In aid of him, beside the beach he sate. 
And, wrapt in clouds, restraint the hand of Fate. 
When now the generous youth Achilles spies. 
Thick beats his heart, the troubled motions rise^ 
(So, ere a storm, the waters heave and roU ;) ' 
He stops and questions thus his migh^ soul : 

What, shall! fly this terror of the pain? • 
Like others fly, and be like others slam ? 
Vain hope I to shun him by the selfsame road 
Yoo line of slaughtered Trojans lately tiod. 

* Apollo. 
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No : with tbe«oniinoD heap I scorn to hS^ 
liVhat if they pus'd me to the Trojan wall* 
"While I decline to yondei path, that leads 
To Ida*8 forests and suriounding shades f 
So inajr I reach, coDceard, thecooUnE floods 
From ray tif*d body wash the dirt and blood. 
As soon ta night her dusky veil extends, 
Return in safety to my Trojan friends. 
What if?--'But wherefore ail this vain debate? 
Stand 1 to doubt, within the reach of Fate? 
£*en now perhaps, ere yet I turn the wall, 
The fierce Achilles sees me, and I fall : 
ouch is his swiftness, *tis in vain to fly, 
And such his valour, that who stands must die, 
Howe^ *tift better, fitting for the state, 
Heie^Mid in public view, to meet my &te. 
Yet sure he too is mortal ! he may feel 
(Like all the sons of earth) the force of steel ; 
One only soul informs that dreadfol frame ; 
And Jove^s sole favour gfves him all his fema. 

He said, and stood, collected in his might ; 
And all his beating bosom claimM the fight 
So from some deep-grown wood a panther starts, 
RousM from hie thicket by a storm of darts: 
Untaught to fear or fly, he bears the sounds 
Of shouting hunters, and of clamorous hounds; 
Tho* struck, tho* wounded, scarce perceives the palin t 
And the barbed javelin stings his breast in vain t 
On their whole war,untam'd tlie savage flies; 
And tears his hunter, or beneadi him dies. 
Not less resolv*d, Antenor*s valiant heir 
Confronts Achilles, aud awaits the war, 
Disdainful of retreat: high-held before. 
His shield (a broad circumference) he bore ; 
Then graceful as he stood in act to throw 
The lifted javelin, thus bespoke the foe : 

How proud Achilles ^ones in his lame ! 
Aud hopes this day to suik the Trojan nama 
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Beneath her rufais ! Know, that hope is vain ; 
A thousand woes, a thousand toils, remain. 
Parents and children our just arms emplay. 
And strong, and many, are the sons of Tro^. 
Great as thou art, e*en thou may*8t stain with gow 
These Phrygian fields and press a foreign shore. 

He said ; with matchless force the javelin flung 
Smote on his knee ; the hollow cuishes rung 
Beneath the pointed steel ; but safe from harms 
He stands impassive in th* ethereal arms. 
Then fiercely rushing on the daring foe, 
His lifted arm prepares the fatal bu)w : 
But, jealous or his fiime, Apollo shrouds 
The eodlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 
Safe nom pursuit, and shut from mortal view, 
Dismissed with fiime, the favoiurM youth witiidrew. 
Meanwhile ^e God, tocover their escape, i 

Assumes Agenor*s habit, voice, and shape, 
FUes firom Uie furious chief in this disguise ; 
The furious chief still follows where he flies. 
Now o*er the fields they stretch with lengtheo'd strides. 
Now urge the course where swift Scamandei- glides: 
The God now distant scarce a stride before, 
Tempts his pursuit, and wheels about the shore j 
While all the flying troops their speed employ. 
And pour on heaps uito the walls of Troy : 
No stop, no stay ; no thought to ask or tell, 
Who *8cap*d by flight, or who by battle fell 
*Twas tumult all, and violence of flislit: 
And sudden joy confused, and mixM affright: 
Pale Troy against Achilles shuts her eate ; 
And nations breathe, deliver^ from their fiue. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Tka Death of Hector, 

The Trojanf beinf lafe within the walls. Hector oaljr ftaji to ' 
oppOM Aehillet. Priam it struck at his approach, and triea 
to persuade his son tc re-eoter the town. Hecuba joios her 
entreaties* but in rain. Hectoreonsults within himself what 
measures to take ; bol, at the advance of Achilles, bis re«y 
lotion fails him, and he flies ; Achilles pursues him thrice 
round the walls of Troy. The Oods debate concerning the 
fate of Hector; at length Minerva descends to the aid of 
Achilles. She deludes Hector in the shape of Peipbobns : 
he stattds the eombatand is slain. Achilles drafs the dead 
body at bis chariot, ift the si^ht of Priam and Hecuba. Their 
lamentations, tears and despair. Their cries reach the ears 
of Andromache, who, ignorant of this, was retired into the 
inner part of the palace ; she mounts op to the walls, and be. 

- holds her dead husband. She swoons at the spectacle. Her 
excess of grief and lamentation. 

The thirtieth dar still cominues. The scene fies onder thtt 
walls, and on the battlements of Troy. 



Thui to their bulwaifcs, srait with panic fear, 
The herded Ilions rufth hke driven deer; 
There safe, they wipe their briny drops away. 
And drown in bowls the labours of the daj. 
Close to the walls, advancing o'er the fielns. 
Beneath one roof of well-compacted shields, 
March, bending on, the Greeks^ embodied powers, 
Far-stretching in the shade of Trojan towers. 
Great Hector smgly staid ; chainM down by Fate, 
There fix*d he stood before the Sctean gate; 
Still his bold arms determined to employ, 
The guardian still of long-defended Troy. 
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Apollo now to tir*d Achilles turns 
(The power coafest in all history burns.) 
And what (he cries) has Peleus' son in riew, - 
With mortal speed a Godhead to pursue f 
For not lo thee to iLnow the GrOds is siven, 
UnskillM to trace the latent marks of Heaven. 
Wliat boots thee now, that Troy forsook the plain? 
Vain thy past labour, and thy present vain: 
Safe in their w^alls are now her troops bestowed. 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God. 

The chief incens'd— Too partial God of Day! 
To check my conquests in the middle way : 
How few in Uioo else had refuge found I 
What gasping numbers now had bit (he ground ! 
Thou robb*st me of a glory jusdy mine, 
Powerful of Godhead, and of fraud divine : 
Mean £ime, alas ! for one of heavenly strain. 
To cheat a mortal who rephies in vain. 

Then to the city terrible and strong, 
With high and haughty steps he tower'd along. 
So the proud courser, victor of the prize, 
To the uear goal with double ardour flies. 
Him, as he blazing shot across the field, 
The careful eyes of Priam first beheld. 
Kot half so dreadful rises to the sight. 
Through the thick gloom of some tempestuous night, 
Orion*s dog (the ypar when autumn weighs) 
And o^er the feebler stars exerts his rays ; 
Terrific glory ! for his burning breath 
Taints tlie red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
So flamM his fiery mail. Then wept the sage ; 
He strikes his reverend head, now white with mgix 
He lifts his witherM arms ; obtests the skies; 
He calls his m'uch-lov^d son with feeble oriea ; 
The son resolvM Achilles* force to dare, 
Full at the Sctean gates expects the war ; 
While the sad father on the rampart stands, 
^"^d thus- adjures him with extended hands: 



Ah stay not, stay not ! guatdless and aloijft ; 
Hector ! my lov'd, my dearest, bravest son ! 
Methinks already 1 behold thee dam, 
And stretch'd beneath that fury of the pWn. 
Implacable Achilles ! might'st thou be 
To all the Goda no dearer thtin to me I 
Thee, vidtures wild should scattfet rouiid the fhM^ 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy igjore. 
How many valiant sons I late enjoy'a^^ 
Valiant In vain ! by thy curst arm dtfistroy'd: 
Or worse than slaughterM, sold in distant idet 
To shameful bondage and unworthy toils. 
Two, while I speak, my eyes in vain explote, i 
Two from one mother sprung, my PolydoW > 

And lov'd Lycaon ; now perhaps no more ! 3 

Oh ! if in yonder hostile camp they live, 
What heaps of gold, what treasures, would I ^! 
(Their grandsire»s wealth by right of birth their own, 
Consign'd his daughter with Lelegia's throne) 
But it (which heaven forbid) already lost. 
All pale they wander on the Stygian coast; 
What sorrows then must their sad mother know* 
What anguish I ! unutterable wo ! 
Yet less that anguish, less to her, to me, 
Less to all Troy, if not deprivM of thee. 
Yet shun Achilles ! enter yet the wall ; 
And spare thyself, thy father, spare us all ! 
Sava thy dear life ; or, if a soul so brave 
Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory save. 
Pity, while yet I live, these silver hairs ; 
While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 
Yet curst with sense ! a wretch whom in his lage 
(All trembling on the verge of helpless age) 
Great Jove has plac*d, sad spectacle of pam ! 
The bitter dregs of fortune*s cup to drain; 
To fill with scenes of deatli his closing 9yes, 
And number all bis days by miseries .* 
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My heroes dain, my bridal bed o^ertuni^d, 

My daughters ravishM* and my cities bura*d. 

My bleeding infknts dashM against the floor; 

These I have yet to see, perhaps yet more I 

Perhaps e^en 1, reserved by ansry Fate 

The last sad relic of my ruined state, 

(Dire pomp of sovereign wretchedness I) must All, 

And stain the pavement of my regal hall ; 

Where iamish'd dogs, late guardians of my door. 

Shall iick their mangled master's scatter^ gon». 

Yet for my sons I thank you, Godsi 'twas well; 

Well have they perish'd, for in fi^ht they feU. 

Who dies in youth and vigour, dies the best, 

Struck through with wouuds, ail honest on the breast. 

But, when the Fates in fulness of their rage, 

Spurn the hoar head of unresisting age. 

In dust the reverend lineaments deform. 

And pour to dogs the life-blood scarcely warm ; 

This, this is misery I the last, the worst. 

That man can feel; man, £ited to be curst ! 

He said, and acting what no words could jay. 
Rent ftom his head the silyer locks away. 
With him the mournful mother bears a part ; 
Yet all their sorrows turn not Hector's heart : 
The zone unbrac'd, her bosom she displayed ; 
And thus, fast fiiUing tlie salt tears, she said : 

Have mercy on me, O my son ! revere 
The words of age ; attend a parent's prayer ! 
If ever thee in mese fond arms I prest. 
Or still'd thy infont clamours at this breast ; 
Ah, do not thus our helpless years fbregp. 
But, hy our walls securd, repel the foe. 
Against his rage if singly thou proceed, 
Sliouldst thou (but heaven avert it !) shouldst tttaa bleed. 
Nor must thy corpse lie honour'd on tlie bier. 
Nor spouse, nor mother, grace tliee with a tear ; 
Fur from our pious rites, those dear remains 
Must feast the vultures on the naked plaint. 
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So they, while down their chedcs the tonents roQ ; 
But fixM remains the purpose of bis soul : 
ResotvM he stands, and with a fiery glance 
Ejqpects the heroes terrible advance. 
So, roUM up in his den, the swelling snake 
Beholds the traveller approach the brake ; « 

When fed with noxious nerbs his tui]^d veins 
Have gathered half the poisons of the plains ; 
He bums, he stiffens with collected ire. 
And his red eyeballs g^are with living fire. 
Beneath a turret, on his shield reclinVl, 
He stood, and questionM thus his mighty mind. 

Where lies my way ? To enter in Uie wall i 
Honour and shame th* ungenerous thought recalL. 
Shall proud Polydamas before the gate 
Proclaim, his counsels are obeyM too late, 
Which timely followed but the former night, 
What numbers had been sav*d by Hector's fiight? 
That wise advice rejected with disdain, 
I feel my folly in my people slain. 
Methinks ray suffering country's voice I hear. 
But roost her worthless sons msult my ear. 
On my rash courage charge the chance of war^ 
And blame those virtues which they caniiot aharo. 
No— ^if I e'er return, return I must 
Glorious, my country's terror laid in dust: 
Or, if 1 perish, let her see me fall 
In field at least, and fighting foir her waU. 
And yet suppose these measures I forego. 
Approach unarm'd, and parley with the foe, 
Tne warrior-shield, the helm, and lance lay down. 
And treat on terms of peace to save the town: 
The wife withheld, the treasure ill detain'd, 
(Curse of the war, and grievance of the land) 
With honourable justice to restore ; 
And add half llion's yet remaining store, 
Which Troy sliall, sworn, produce ; that injur'd Greece 
May share our wealth, and leave our walls in pence. , 
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But why this thoaglit > UnamiM if I should go, } 

What hope of mercy from this Teng^fiil ibe, > 

But woman-like to niU, and foil without a blow? ) 

We greet not here, as man conversing man. 

Met at an oak, or journeying o^er a ^in ; 

No season now for calm iamiliar talk, 

Like youths and maidens in an evening Walk: 

War IS our business,' but to whom is eiven 

To die, or triumph, that determine. Heaven ! 

Thus pondering, like a<]iod the Greek drew nif^y 
His dreadful pluma^ nodded fipom on high ; ' 
The Pelian javelhi m his better hand, 
l^ot trembling rays that glittered o*er the land ; 
And on his breast the beamy splendours shone 
Like Jove^s own lightning or the riang sun. 
As Hector sees, unusual terrors rise, 
Struck by some God, lie fears, recedes, and flies. 
He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls behind ; 
Achilles follows like the wineed wind. 
Thus at the panting dove a mlcon flies 
(The swiftest racer of the liquid skies) 
Just when he holds, or thinks he holds his piey. 
Obliquely wheeling through th* aerial way ; 
With open beak and shrilling cries he spnnes, 
And aims his claws, and shoots upon his wmgs ; 
No less fore-right the rapid chaso they held, 
One ui]g*d by fury, one by fear impell*d ; 
Now circling round the walls their course maintaiiit 
fVhere the high watch-tower overlooks the plain ; 
Now where the fig-trees spread their umbrage broad, 
(A wider compass) smoke along the road. 
Next by Scamander*s double source ibey bound. 
Where two famM fountains burst the parted ground * 
This, hot through scorching clefts, is seen to nse. 
With exhalations steamh:.g to the skies ; 
That, the green banks in summer's heat o*erflowi| 
like crystal clear, and cold as winter SDOwa. 
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Each gushing fount a marble cistern filb, 
Whose polished bed teeeives the fiiUing riHi ; 
Where Trojan dames (ere yet aiannM by Gieece) 
Washed their ftiir garments in the days of peace. 
By these they pass'd, one chasing, one fan flight, 
(The mighty fled, pursued by stronger mighty 
Swift was the course ; no vulf^ price thqr piay» 
No vulgar victim must reward the day, 
(Such as in races crown the speedy strife.) 
The prize contended was gieat H'eciot's life. 

As when some heroes funerals are decreed 
In grateful honour of the mighty dead ; 
Where hiah rewards the vigorous youth inflame, 
(Some golden tripod, or some lovdy dame ;) 
The pantine coursers swiftly turn the goal. 
And with them turns the rais*d spectator's fOuL 
Thus three times round tiie Trojan wall they fly ; 
The gazing Gods lean forn^ard m>m the sky : 
To whom, while eager on the chase they look, 
The sire of mortals and immcnrtals spoke : 

Unworthy sight ! the man belov'd of Heaven, 
Behold, inglorious round yon city driven i 
My heart partakes the generous Hector's pajn ; 
Hector, whose zeal whole hecatombs has slain. 
Whose grateful fumes the Gods receivM with joy, 
From Ida*s summits, and tlie towers of Trey : 
Now see him flying ! to his fears renign'd. 
And Fate, and fierce Achilles cloee behind. 
Consult, ye Powers ! (*tis worthy your debate) 
Whether to snatch him from iifipending Fate, 
Or let him bear, by stem Pelides slain, 
(Good as he is) the lot imtKMi*d on man f 

Then Pallas thus : Shall he whose vengeanoe fOttOB 
The fbrky bolt, and bhicken heaven with stonni, 
Shall he prolons one Trojan's forfeit breath ! 
A man, a rooriau, pre-ordain*d to death ! 
And will no munnurs fill the courts above f 
fto Gods iadlgDant blame their partial Jovef 
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Go then (retum'd the Sire) without delay. 
Exert thy will : I give the Fates their way. 
Swift at the mandate pleas'd Tritonia flies, 
And stoops impetuous from the cleaving dcies. 

As through Uie forest, o^er the vale and lawn. 
The well-breath*d beagle drives the flying &wn; 
In vain he tries the covert of the brakes. 
Or deep beneath the trembling thicket shakes ; 
Sure or the vapour in the tainted dews, 
The eertam hound his various maze pursuea 
Thus step by step, wherever the Trojan wheePd 
There swift Achilles compassM round the field 
Oft as to reach the Dardan eates he bends. 
And hopes the assistance of his pitying friends, 
(Whose showering arrows as he counM below. 
From the high turrets might oppress the foe) 
So oft Achilfos turns him to the plain : 
He eyes the city, but he eyes in vain. 
As men in slumber seem with speedy paco 
One to pursue, and one to lead the chase, 
Their smking limbs the fimcied course forsake. 
Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake : 
No less the labourii^; heroes pant and strain ; 
While that but flies, and this pursues in vain. 

What God, O Muse ! assisted Hector's force, 
With Fate itself so long to hold the course? 
Phoebus it was ; who, in his latest hour, 
BIndued his kneed with strength, his nerves with power. 
And great Achilles, lest some Greek's advance 
Should snatch the gloty from his lifted lance, 
Sign'd to the troops to yield his foe the way. 
And leave imtouch'd the hcmours of the day. 

Jove lifts the golden balances, that show 
The fates of mortal men, and tilings below : 
Here each contending hero's lot he tries. 
And weighs, with equal hand, their destinies. 
Low sinks the scale surehargM with Hector's &t0 ; 
Heavy with death it sinks, and hell receives th« weighL 
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I Then Phoebus left him. Fierce Minenra ffieif 
To stem Pelides, and triumphing cries : 
Ob, lovM of Jove ! this day our labours cease, 

^Aud conquest blazes with full beams on Gieecfli 
Great Hector falls ; that Hector fiun'd so &r, 
Drunk with renown, insatiable of war, 
Falls by thy hand, and mine .' nor force nor flight 
Shall more avail him, nor his God of light 
See, where in vain he supplicates above, 
RoUM at the feet of unrelenting Jove ! 
Rest here : myself will lead the Trojan on. 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot shun. 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind 
Obeyed ; and rested, on his lance reclinM. 
While like Delphobus the martial Dame 
(Her face, her gesture, and her arms the same) 
In show and aid, by hapless Hector*8 side 
ApproachM, and greets nim thus with voice bdied 
Too long, O Hector, have 1 borne the sieht 
Of this distress, and sorrowed in thy flight: 
It fits us now a noble stand to make, 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake. 

Then he : O prince ! allied in blood and fiune. 
Dearer than all that own a brother's name ; 
Of all that Hecuba to Priam bore. 
Long tried, lone lovM ; much lov'd, but hononi'd more. 

Since you of all our numerous race, alone 

Defend my life, regardless of your own. 
Again the goddess ; much my father*s prayer, 

And much my mother's, prest me to forbear: 

My friends embraced my knees, adiurM my stay, 

But stronger love impeliM, and 1 obey, 

Come then, the glorious conflict let us try, 

Let the steel sparkle, and the iavelin ilyi 

Or let us stretch Achilles on tne field. 

Or to his arm our bloody trophies yield. 

Fraudful she said ; then swiftly nuuish'd beibre; 

The Dardan hero shuns his foo no mora. 
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Stenilj tkff^ met The silence Hector broke , 
His dicadral pluiDW nodded as he spoke : 

Enoucb, O SOD ofPeleus ! Troy has viewM 
Her wa&i thrice circled, and her chief pursued. 
But now sMne God within me bids me try 
Thhae, or my &te : 1 kill thee or 1 die. 
Tet on the verge of battle let us stay. 
And for a moments space suspend the day ; 
Let Heavw's hi^ jpowers be caird to arbitrate 
The just conditions of this stem debate. 
nStemal witnesses of aU below, 
And fiuthful guardians of the treasur'd vow!) 
To them I swear ; if victor in the strife, 
Jove by tltese hands shall shed thy noble liie. 
No vile dishonour sliall thy corpse pursue : 
Stript of its arms alone (the conqueror's due) 
The rest to Greece uninjurM TU restoie : 
Now plight tliy mutcal oath, I ask no more. 

Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replies, 
"While anger flashed m>m his disdainful eyes) 
Detested as thou art, and ought to be, 
Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee. 
Such poets, as lambs and rabid wolves combine^ 
Such leagues as men and furious lions join. 
To such 1 call the Gods ! one constant state 
Of lasting lancour and eternal hate ; 
No thou^r but rage, and never-ceasing strife. 
Till death extinguish la^, and thought and lift. 
Rouse tbMi thy rorces this important hour. 
Collect thy soul, and call form all thy power. 
No iartlier subteriuge, no farther chance \ 
'TIS Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance. 
Each Grecian ghost, by thee deprived of breath 
Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 

He spoke, and launchM his javelin at the foe; 
But Hector shunn'd the meditated blow : 
He stooped, while o'er his head the flying 
Souk innocent, and spent iu force in air. 
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Minerva watohM itikUiiif on the land, 

Then draw, and gave to great Achilles* hand. 

Unseen of Hector, who, elate with jqy, 

Now shakes his iance, and braves the dread of Troyt 

The life you boasted to that javelin giv*n. 
Prince ! you have niissM. My fate depends on heaven. 
To thee, presumptuous as thou art, unknown 
Or what must prove my fortune, or thy own. 
Boasting is but an art, our fears to blind, 
And with felse terror sink anotber*s mind. 
But know, whatever fete I am to try. 
By no dishonest wound shall Hector die ; 
I shall not feU a fugitive at least. 
My soul shall bravely issue from my breast 
But first try thou my arm ; and may this dart 
End all my country^s woes, deep buried in thy beaiL 

The weapon flew, its coutse unerring held \ 
Unerring, but the beavdiily shield repelled 
The mortal dart; resulting with a bound 
From o£f the ringing orb, it struck the ground. 
Hector beheld his javdin fall in vain. 
Nor other lance nor other hope remain ; 
He calls DeTphobus, demands a spear, 
In vain, for no Dei'phobus was there. 
All comfortless be stands : then, with a sigb« 
*Tis so— Heaven wills it, and my hour is u^ ! 
I deemM Delphobus had heard my call. 
But he secure lies guarded in the walL 
A God deciev*d me: Pallas, twas tliy deed. 
Death and black Fate approach ! His I must bla^d. 
No refuge now, po succour from above. 
Great Jove deserts me, and the son of Jove, 
Propitious once, and kind ! then welcoiM Fate! 
*Ti8 true I perish, yet I perish great: 
Yet in a mighty d^d I shall expire. 
Let future ages bear it, and admire ! 

Fierce, at the word, bis weighty swocd hi dxtWf 
And, ail collected, oo Acbiilee flew. 
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So Jove's bold bird, high balaoc'd in the air, 
Stoops from the clouds to truss the qnivering hare. 
Nor less Achilles his fierce soul prepares. 
Before his breast the flaming shield ha bean, 
Refulgent oib .' above his fourfold cone 
The gilded borse>hair sparliled in the sun, 
Nodomc at every step: (Vulcanian frame I) 
And as ne mov*d his figure seemed on flame. 
As radiant Hesper shines with keener light, 
Far«beaming o'er the silver host of ^ight. 
When all the starry train embl^ the sphere : 
So shone the point of great Achilles* spear. 
In his right hand he waves the weapon round, 
Eyes the whole man, and meditates the wound : 
But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore, 
Securely cai*d the warrior's bodv o*er: 
One place at length he spies^ to let in Fate, 
Where 'twnt the neck and throat tlie jointed plate 
Gave entrance : dirough that penetrable part 
Furioas he Jrovethe well directed dart: 
Nor piercM the wind-pipe yet, nor took the power 
Of speech, unhappy ! from thy dyin| hour. 
Prone on the field Uie 'bleeding warrior lies, 
While thus, triumphing, stern Achilles cries: 

At last is Hector stretchM unon the plain, 
Who fear'd no vengeance for ratroclus slain : [Ad ; 
Then, prince ! you should have fear'd, what you now 
Achilles absent, was Achilles stilL 
Yet a short space the great aveagpr staid. 
Then low in dust thy strength and glory laid. 
Peaceful he sleeps, with all our rites adom'd, 
For ever h<mour'd and for ever moum'd : 
While, cast to all the rage of hostile power, 
Hiee, birds shall mangle, and the dogs devour. 

Then Hector, fiunting at th' approach of daath. 
By thv own soul ! by those who gave thee breath ! 
Bv all the sacred prevalence of prayer ; 
An, leave me not for Grecian dpgs to tear ! 
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Tbeccmimon rites of sepuhuie bestow, 
To sooth a father's and a mother^s wo ; 
Let their larg? gifts procure an urn at least, 
And Hector's ashes in his country rest 

No, wretch accurst; relentless he repliesi 
(Flames, as be spoke, shot flashing firom his eyw) 
Not those who gave me breath should bid me spaiei 
Nor all the sacred prevalence of prajrcr. 
Couid I myself the bloody banquet join ! 
No — to the dogs that Carcass I resign. 
Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her store, 
And, nving Uiousands, offer thousands more ; 
Should I^iraan Priam, and his weeping dame. 
Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flame: 
Their Hector on the pile they should not see, 
Nor rob the vultures of one fimb of thee. 

Then thus the chief his dying accents drew ; 
Thy rage, implacable ! too well I knew : 
The Furies that relentless breast have steel'd, ' 
And curst thee with a heart that cannot yield. 
Yet think, a dav will come, when Fate's decree 
And angry Gods shall wreak this wrong on thee ; 
PhfBbus and Paris shall avenge my fete. 
And stretch thee here, before this Scsean gate. 
He ceas'd. The Fates supprest his labquring bieatti, 
And his eyes stiffen'd at the hand of death ; 
To the dark realm the spirit wines its way 
rrhe manly body left a load of clay,) 
And plaintive glides along the dreary coast, 
A naked, wandering, melancholy ghost ! 

Achilles, musing as he roll'd his eyeg 
O'er the dead hero, thus (unheard) i^liei* 
Die thou the first ! when Jove and Heaven ordain, 
I follow thee — He said, and strippM the slain. 
Then, forcing backward from the gaping woond 
The reeking javelin, cast it on the ground. 
The thronging Greeks behold with wondering eyw 
His manly bMUty and superior oie i 

▼ou n. o 



SIO TUB ILIAD. BOOK lOOe 

While some igDobler,the great dead deface 
With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts di^ra^e ; 
" How changed that Hector ! who, like Jove of late. 
Sent lighuiiog on our fleets, and scatterM fate !** 

High o*er the slain the great Achilles stands, 
Begirt with heroes, and surrounding bands; 
And thus aloud, while all the host attends: 
Princes and leaders ! countrymen and friends ! 
Since now at length the powerful will of Hearen 
The dire destroyer to our aim has given. 
Is not Troy &irn already ? Haste, ye powers ! 
See, if already their deserted towers 
Are left unmanned ; or if they yet retain 
The souls of heroes, their great Hector slain ? 
But what is Troy, or ^ory what to me ? 
Or why reflects my mmd on aught but thee, 
Divine Patroclus! Death has s^^d his eyes; 
Unwept, unbonourM, uninterM, he lies ! 
Can his dear 'mage from my soul depart, 
Long as the vital spirit moves my heart? 
If, in the melancholy shades below. 
The flames of frieniis and Ipvers cease to glow. 
Yet mine shall sacred last ; mine undecay*d 
Bum on through death, and animate my shade 
MeanwhDe,ye sons of <ireece, in triumph bring 
The corse of Hector, and your pseans sing. 
Be this the song, slow-moving toward the shore, 
** Hector is dfead, ard Ilion is no more.** 

Tl>en his fell soul a thought of vengeance biod 
(Unworthy of himself and of the dead,) 
The nervous ancles bor^d, his feet be bound 
With thongs inserted throu^ the double wouad; 
These fixM up hish behind the rolling wain, 
His graceful head was trailed along the plaio. 
Proud on his car th* insylting victor stood. 
And bore aloft his arms distUling blood. 
He sautes the steeds ; the rapid chariot ities; 
The sudden clouds of ciiding dust arise. 
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Now lost is all tiiat formidable air ; 
The hce divine, and long-descending hairi 
Purple the ground, and streak the sable saod ; 
Defonn'd, dishonoured, in his native land. 
Given to the rag^ of an insulting throng ! 
And in his parents* sisht now dragg'd along ! 

The mother first beheld with sad survey : 
She rent her tresses, venerably gray. 
And cast, fiur off, the regal veils away. 
With piercing shrieks his bitter &te she moans. 
While the sad father answers* groans with groans, 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o*erilow, 
And the whole city wears one face of woe: 
No less than if the rage of hostile firet* 
From her foundations curling to her spues, 
0*er the proud citadel at length should rise 
And the last blaze send Uioo to the skies. 
The wretched monarch of the ^ing state, 
Distracted, presses to the Dardan eate. ' 

Scarce the whole people stop his desperate coune^ 
While strong afflictioi^ gives the feeble force: 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fio^ 
In all the ragine impotence of wo. 
At len§|th he roU*d in dust and thus begun. 
Imploring all, and naming one by one : 
Ah ! let me, let me go where sorrow calls; 
I, only I, will issue firom your walls, 
^Guide or companion, friends ! 1 ask you noDe) 
And bow before the murderer of my sou. 
My grief perhaps his pity may engage ; 
Perhaps at least he may respect my age. 
He has a fiaither too ; a man like me; 
One, not exempt from age and misery t. 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young emhnoB 
Begot this pest of me and all my race.) 
How many valiant sons in early bloom, 
Has tbat curst hand sent headlong to the tooA! 
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Thee, Hector ! last ; thy loss (divinely brave) 
Sinks my sad soul with sorrow to the grave. 
Ohf had thy gentle spirit passM in peace, 
The son expiring in the sire*s embrace. 
While both thy parents wept thy fetal hour, 
And, bending o'er thee, mixM the tender shower ! 
^me comfort that had been, some sad relief 
To melt in full satiety of grief! 

Thus waiPd the fether, grovelling on the ground. 
And all the eyes of Uion streamed around. 

Amidst her matrons Hecuba appears, 
A mourning princess, and a tram in tears) 
-kh, why has heaven prolonged this hated breath. 
Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? 
O Hector I late thy parents pride and joy. 
The boast of nations ! thfr defence of Troy ! 
To whom her safety and her feme she ow*d; 
Her chief, her hero, and almost her God ! 
O fetal change ! become in one sad day 
A senseless corse ! inanimated clay ! 

But not as yet the fetal news has spread 
To feir Andromache, of Hector dean; 
As yet no messenger had told his fete. 
Nor ev*n his stay without the Scaean gate. 
Far in the close recesses of the dome, 
Pennve she plied the melancholy loom; 
A growing work employM her secret hours, 
Confii^'dly cay with intermingled flowers. 
Her feir'hair'd handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
The bath preparing for her lord's return : 
In vam : alas ! her lord returns no more .' 
UnbathM he lies, and bleeds along the sliore! 
Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear. 
And all her members shake with sudden fear ; 
Forth from her ivory hand the shuttle falls. 
As thus, astonish'd, to her maids she calls: 

Ah, follow me ! liBbe cried] what plaintive noii 
Invades my ear .^ n't* sure my mother's voice! 
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My fiiultering knees their trembling frame dewrt, 
A pulse unusual flutters at my heart; 
Some sti-ange disaster, some reverse of fate 
(Ye Gods avert it !^ threats the Trojan state. 
Far be the omen wnich my thoughts suggest ! > 
But, much I fear niyHector*8 dauntless breast 
Confronts Achilles; chasM along the plain. 
Shut from our walls ! I fear, I fear him slain ! 
Safe in the crowd be ever scom'd to wait. 
And sought for glory in the jaws of fate : 
Perhaps that noble heat has cost his breath. 
Now quenched for ever m the arms of death. 

She spoke ; and furious, with distracted (jace, 
Fears in her heart, and anguish in her face. 
Flies through the dome (ttie maids her steps pursue,) 
And mounts the walls, and sends around her view. 
Too soon her eyes the killing object found. 
The godlike Hector dragged along the ground. 
A sudden darkness shades her swimming eyes : 
She faints, she falls ; her breath, her colour flies. 
Her hair's fiiir ornaments, the braids that bound, 
The net that held them, aQd the wreath that crown'd, 
The veil and diadem, flew far away, 
(The gift of Venus on her bridal day.) 
Around a train of weeping msters stands 
To raise her sinking with assistant hands. 
Scarce from the verge of death recallM, again 
She faints, or but recovers to complain : 

O wretched husband of a wretched wife ! 
Bom with one fate, to onef unhappy life ! 
For sure one star its baneful beam display^ 
On Priam*8 roof and Hippoplacia*s shade. 
From di£Eerent parents, oiffinent climes, we eaiiMt 
At different periods, yet our &te the same ! 
Why was my birth to great Action ow*d. 
And why was all that tender care bestowM f 
Would I had never been !— O thou the ghost 
Of my dead husband ! miserably lost! 
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Thou to the dismal reahns for ever gone ! 

And I abandonM, desolate, alooe ! 

Ab ouly child, once comfort of my pains. 

Sad product now of hapless love, remains! 

No more to smile upon his sire, no ihend 

To help him now ! no father to defend I 

For should he 'scape the sword, the common doom ! 

What wrongs attend him, and what grieft to come I 

Ev*n from his own paternal roof expellM, 

Some stranger ploughs his patrimonial field. 

The day, that to the shades the father sends, 

Robs the sad orphan of his father's fnends : 

He, wretched outcast of manlLind ! araears 

For ever sad, for ever bath'd in tears 1 

Among the happy, unregarded he. 

Hangs ou the robe, or trembles at the knee, 

White those his fiither's fonner bounty fed. 

Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread : 

The kindest but his present wants allay. 

To leave him wreu^bed the succeedine day. 

Frugal compassion ! Heedless tfa^ who boast 

Both parents still, nor feel what he has lost. 

Shall cry, ** Begone ! th^ fother feasts not hert.^ 

Tlie wretch obeys, retirmg with a tear. 

Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 

To my sad soul Astyanax appears ! 

ForeM by repeated msults to return, 

And to his widowM mother vainly mourn. 

He, who, with tender delicacy bred. 

With princes sported, and on dainties fed, 

And when still evening gave him up to rest. 

Sunk m soft down upon the nurse's breast, 

Must-~ah! what must he not ? Whom ilion caDa 

Astyanax, from her well guarded walls. 

Is now that name no more, uuhappv boy ! 

Since now no more the father guaras his Troy. 

But thou, my Hector, liest expos'd in air, 

Far from thy parents', and thy consort's care. 
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Whose hand in vain, directed by her love, 
The martial scarf and robe of triumph wove. ' 
Now to devouring flames be these a prev, 
Useless to thee from this accursed day : 
Yet let the sacrifice at least be paid. 
An honour to the living, not the deid ! 

So spake the moumftil dame: her matroot he^i* 
S%^ back her sighsiand antwor tear for teu. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

AchiUei m^ the M jnnidoiii do hoaoor to the body of Poli^ 
elm. After the funenl feoatha retires to the teftshore, wher^ 
Mliof asleep, the rhottof hii friend appenrs to him, and de- 
maodf the ntet of Durial ; the neit moriiin^ the soldiers am 
sent with mules and wagons to fetch wood for the pyre. 
The funeral inroceuion, sind the oiTerinr their hair to the desid. 
Achilles sacrifices scTeral animals, and lastly tweWe Trojan 
captives at the pile, then sets fire to it. He pays libatioas to 
the winds, which (at the instance of Iris) rise, and raise the 
flames. When the pile has burned all night, they gather tho 
bones, place them in an urn of gold, and raise the tomb. 
Achilles institutes the funeral games : the chariot race, the 
fight of the csBstns, the wrestling, the foot-race, the single 
combat, the discus, the shooting with arrows, the dartinf^ the 
jaTelin : the Tirious descriptions of which, and the various 
success of the several antagonists, make the -greatest part of 
the book. 

In this book ends the thirtieth day. The mght following, tto 

Shost of Patroclus appears to Achilles ; the one-aad-thirtietb 
ay is employed in felling the timber for the pile ; the two- 
aad-thirtieth in burning it, and the three-and- thirtieth in th« 
r*aiet. The scene is i^eaeraUy on the seashore. 



Thus humbled in the dust, the pensive tndn 
Tbmugh the sad cilj nioum*d ner hero slain. 
The body soiled witn dust, and blaclL with gore. 
Lies on broad Hellespont's resounding shore : 
The Grecians seek their ships, and clear the strand. 
All, but the martial Myrmiaonian band ; 
These yet assembled great Achilles holds, 
And the stem purpose of his mind unfolds i 

Not yet (my oraTe companions of the war) 
Release your smoking coursers fiom the car; 
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But, with his chariot each in order led, 
Perform due honours to Patioclus dead. 
Ere yet from rest or food we seek relief, 
Some rites remain to glut our rage of griefl 

The troops obey*d ; and thrice in order led 
^Achilles first) their coursers round the dead; 
And thrice their sorrows and laments renew ; ■ 
Fears bathe their arms, and tears the sands bedew. 
For such a warrior TheUs aids their wo^ 
Melts their strong hearts, and bids their eyes to flow* 
But chief^ Pelides : thick succeediiu; si^s 
Burst 6om his heart, and torrents Irora his eyes: 
His slaughtering hahds, yet red with blood, he laid 
On his dead friend's cold breast, and thus he said : 

All hail, Patroclus ! let thy hooour'd ghost 
Hear, and rejoice on Pluto's dreary coast ; 
Behold ! Achilles' promise is complete ; 
The bloody Hector stretch'd before thy feet 
Lo ! to the dogs his carcass I resign ; 
And twelve sad victims of the Trojan line, 
Sacred to venffeance, instant, shall expire ; 
Their lives emis'd around thy funeral pyre. 

Gloomy he said, and (horrible to view) 
Before the bier the bleeding Hector threw, 
Prone on the dust The Myrmidons around 
Unbrac'd their armour, and the steeds unbound. 
All to Achilles* sable ship repair, '<■■' 

Frequent and foil, the genial feast to share. 
Now fiom the well-fed swine black smokes aspue, 
The brisdy victims hissins o'er the fire : 
The huge ox bellowing fofis ; with feebler criei 
Expires the coat ; the sheep in silence dies. ' 
Around the hero's prostrate body flow'd 
In one promiscuous stream the reeking blood. 
And now a band of Argive monarchs brings 
The furious victor to the KiDj| of Kin^ 
From his dead friend the pensive wamor went, 
Widi itsps unwilling to the regal teat 
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Th* attendiiie heralds, ad by office bound. 
With kindled flames the tripod- vase surround ; 
To^leanse his conquering hands from hostile gore. 
They uig*d in vain ; the chief refus'd, and twote : 

No drop shall touch me, by almighty Jove ! 
The first and greatest of the Gods above ! 
Till on the pyre 1 place thee ; till I rear 
The-grassy mound, and clip thy sacred hanr. 
Some ease at I^ist Uiese pious rites may givo, 
And sooth my sorrows wnile 1 bear to live. 
However, reluctant as I am, I stay. 
And share your feast ; but, with the dawn of day, 
(O kin| of men 1) it claims thy royal caie^ 
That Greece the warrjor^s funeral pile prepure. 
And bid the forests fall (such rites are paid 
To heroes slumbering in eternal' shade.) 
Then, when his earthly part shall mount in file. 
Let the leagued squadrons to their posts retire. 
He spoke ; they hear him, and the word obey \ 
The rage of hunger and of thirst allay, 
Then ease in sleep the labours of the day. 
But great Pelides stretchM along the shore. 
Where dashM on rocks the broken billows loar. 
Lies inly groaning; while on either hand 
The martial Myrmidons confusedly stand. 
Along the grass his languid members fall, 
Tit*d with his chase around the Trojan wall; 
Hush*d by the murmurs of the rolliiK deep. 
At length he sinks in the^oft arms of sleep. 
When lo ! the shade, before his closing eyes. 
Of sad Patroclus rose, or seem*d to rise ; 
In the same robe he living wore, he oame. 
In stature, voice, and pleasing look, the suae. 
The form familiar hover*d o'er his head. 
And sleeps Achilles (thus the phantom said) 
Sleeps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead ? 
Living, I aeem*d his dearest, tenderest care» 
But now forgot, I wander in the air. 



I 



\ 



BOOS XXIII. THE ILIAD. 219 

Let my pale cone the rites of burial know, 

And give me entrance in the realms below : 

Till Uien, the spirit finds no resting place. 

But here and there th' unbodied spectres chase 

The vagrant dead around the dark abode, ^ 

Forbid to cross th* irremeable flood. 

Now give thy hand : for to the ftkrther shore 

When once we pass, the soul returns no more : 

When once the last funereal flames aspend. 

No more shall meet Achilles and his friend f 

No more our thoughts to those we love make known ; 

Or quit the dearest to converse alone. 

Me fote has sevei'd from the sons of earth. 

The £Bite fore*doomM that waited from my birth: 

Thiie too it waits; before the Troiaii wall 

EVn great and god-like thou art doomM to fiiU. 

Hear then ; and as in fate and love we join. 

Ah, sufier that my bones may rest with thine ! 

Together have we livM, together bred. 

One house received us, ana one table ied ; 

That golden urn thy goddess-mother gave. 

May mix our ashes in One common grave. 

And is it thou ? (he answers) to my sight 
Once more return*8t thou from die realms of night? 
Oh more than Inrother ! think each office paid, 
Whatever can rest a discontented shade; 
But grant one last embrace, unhappy boy I 
Afford at least that melancholy joy. 

He said, and with his longing arras essayM 
In vain to grasp the visionary sliade ; 
Like a thin smoke he sees the spirit fly, 
And hears a feeUe, lamentable cry. 
€k>nfusM he wakes ; amazement breaks the bandf 
Of golden sleep, and, starting from the sands, 
Peusive he muses' with uplift hands. 

* Tis true, 'tis certain : man, though dead, retains 
Part of himself; th' immortal miiid remains; 
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The fiirm subsists without the body*s aid. 
Aerial semblance, aiid an empty aiade ! 
This night my friend, so late m battle lost, 
Stood at mv side, a pensive plaintive ghost; 
Ev*n now mmiliar, as in life, he came, 
Alas ! how difierent ! yet how like the same ! 

Thus while he spoke, each eye grew big with lean. 
And now ilie rosy finger'd mom appears, 
Shows every mournful face with tears overspread. 
And glares on the pale visage of the dead. 
But Agamemnon, as the rites demand. 
With mules and waggons sends a chosen band 
To load the timber, and the pile to rear; 
A chaj^ consigned to Merion^s feithful care. 
With proper instruments they take the road. 
Axes to cut, and ropes to sling the load. 
First march the heavy mules, securely slow. 
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But when anived at Ida's spreading woods 
(Fair Ida, watered with descending floods) 
Loud sounds the axe, redoubling strokes on strokes ; 
On all sides round the forest huns her oaks 
Headlong. Deep-echoing, groan the thickets brown ; 
Then ruling, crackling, crashing, thunder down. 
The wood the Grecians cleave, prepared to bum ; 
And the slow mules the same rough road return. 
The sturdy woodmen equal burdens bore 
(Such charge was given them) to the sandy shoro ; 
There, on uw spot which great Achilles showed. 
They eas^d their shoulders, and dispos'd the load * 
CirdiDg around the place, where times to come 
Shall viewPatidclus^and Achilles* tomh. 
The hero bids his martial troops appear 
High on theii cars in all the pomp of war; 
li^ch in refulgent arms his limbs attires. 
An mount their chariots, combatants and squires. 
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The chariots first proceed, a shining txain ; 
Then clouds of foot that smolie along the plain ; 
Next these a melancholy band appear, 
Amidst, lay dead Patroclus on the bier: 
0*er all their corse their scatter'd locks they throir ; 
Achilles next, opprest with mighty wo, 
Supporting with ois hands the heroes head. 
Bends o^er th* extended bod^ of the dead. 
Patroclus decent on th^appomted ground 
They place, and heap the sylvan pile around^ 
But great AchlUes stands apart in prayer. 
And from his head divides the yellow hair ; 
Those curling locks which firom his youth he vow'dt 
And sacred grew, to Sperchius* honourM flood : 
Then sighing, to the deep his looks he cast, 
And roliM his eyes around the watery waste : 

Sperchius ! whose waves in ma^ errors lost 
DelightfiU roll along uiy native coast ! 
To whom we vainly vow*d, at our return, 
These locks to fall, and hecatombs to bum ; 
Full fifty rams to bleed in sacrifice, 
Where to the day the silver fountains rise. 
And where in shade of consecrated bowers 
Thy altars stand, perfum*d with native flowers ! 
So vow*d my fiither, but he vow*d in vain ; 
No more Achilles sees his native plain : 
In that vain hope these hairs no longer grow, 
Patroclus bears them to the shiides below. 

Thus o*er Patroclus while the hero pray'd, 
On his cold band the sacred lock he laid. 
Once more afinsh the Grecian sorrows flow : 
And now the sun had set upon their wo ; 
But to the king of men thus spoke the chief t 
Enough, Atrides ! give the troops relief: 
Permit the moumine legions to retire, 
And let the chiefs Bjoae attend the pyre ; 
The pious care be ours, the dead to bum- 
He said: the people to their ships return; 
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While those deputed to inter the slam, 
Heap with a rising pyramid the plain. 
A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide. 
The growing structure spreads on evenr side , 
High on the top the manly corse they lay, 
And well-fed slieep and sable oxen slay : 
Achilles coverM with their fat the dead. 
And tlie piPd yictims round the body spread; 
Then jars of honey, and of firagrant ou, 
Suspends around, low-bending o*er the pile. 
Four sprightly coursers, with a deadly groan ■ 
Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are thrown. 
Of nine lai^ d(^s, domestic at his boaid, 
Fall two, selected to attend their lord. 
Then last of all, and horrible to tell. 
Sad sacrifice ; twelve Trojan captives fell. 
On these the rage of fire victorious preys. 
Involves and joins them in one common blaze. 
SmearM with Uie bloody rites, he stands on high» 
And calls the spirits with a dreadful cry : 

All hail, Patioclus ! let thy vengeful ghost 
Hear, and exult on Pluto*s dreaiy coast 
Behold, Achilles* promise fully paid. 
Twelve Trojan heroes offered to thy shade ; 
But heavier fetes on Hector*8 corse attend, 
SavM from the flames, for hungry do«t to rend. 

So spake he, threatening : but the Gods made Tain 
His threat, and guard inviolate the slain ; 
Celestial Venus hover*d o^er his head. 
And roseate unguents, heavenly fragrance ! shed: 
She watched him all the nieht, and aU the day, 
And drove the blood-hounds from their destined pray. 
Nor sacred Phcebus less employed his care ; 
He pour'd around a veil of gatherM air. 
And kept the nerves undriM, the flesh entiie, 
Aninst the solar beam and Sirian fire. 

Nor yet the pile, where dead Patroclus liee^ 
Smokes, nor as ytt the suUen flamei ansa; 
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But fast beside, Achilles stood in prayer. 
Invoked the Gods whose spirit moves the air, 
And victims promisM, anq libations cast, 
To gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blast : 
He caird tlie aerial Powers, along the skies 
To breathe, and whisper to the fires to riM. 
The winged Iris beard the heroes call, 
And instant hastened to their airy hall. 
Where, in old Zcphyr*s open courts on high. 
Sat all the blustering brethren of the sky. 
She shone amidst them, on her painted how : 
The rocky pavement glitter'd with the show. 
All froni| the banuuet rise, and each invites 
The various Godaess to partake the rites. 
Not so, (the dame replied) I haste to go 
To sacred Ocean, and the floods below : 
E^en now our solemn hecatombs attend. 
And heaven is feasting on the world's green end. 
With righteous ^thiops (uncorrupted train!) 
Far on th* extremest limits of itte main. 
But Peleus* son entreats, with sacrifice. 
The Western Spirit, and the North, to riaft; 
Let on Patroclus' pile TOur blast be driven, . 
And bear tlie biasing honouts high to Heaven. 

Swift as the word she vanished from their view ; 
Swift as the word the winds tumultuous flew ; 
Foith burst the stormy band with thundering tou^ 
And heaps on heaps we clouds are tost before. 
To the wide main then stooping from the skies. 
The heaving deeps in watory mountains ilaet 
Troy feels the blast along her shaking walls, 
Till on the pile the eather'd tempest falls, 
The structure crackles in the roaring fires, 
And all the night the plenteous flame aspirei. 
All nisht Achilles bails Patroclus* soul, 
With large libations from the golden bowl. 
As a poor fether, helpless and undone. 
Mourns o'er the ashat of an only son. 
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Takei a sad pleasure the last bones to bum. 
And pour in tears ere yet they close the urn : 
So staid Achilles, circung round the shore, 
So watched the flames, till now they flame no more. 
*Twas when, emerging through the shades of night. 
The morning planet told the approach of light ; 
And £sut behind, Aurora*s warmer ray 
0*cr the broad oceian pourM the golden day : 
Then sunk the blaze, the pile no lonser bum*d. 
And to their caves the whistling wiqas returned ; 
Across the Thracian seas their course they bora ; 
The rufiied seas beneath their passage roar. 

Then parting from tlie pile he ceas*d to weep. 
And sunk to quiet hi th* embrace of sleep. 
Exhausted with his grief: meanwhile the crowd 
Of thronging Grecians round Achilles stood ; 
The tumult wak'd him ; from his eyes he shook 
Unwilling slumber, and the chiefs bespoke : 

Ye kings and princes of the Achaian name ! 
First let us quench the yet remainmg flame 
With sable wine ; then (as the rites duect) 
The hero*s bones with careful view select: 
rApart, and easy to be known they lie 
Amidst the heap, and obvious to the eye : 
The rest arounu the maigm will be seen 
Promiscuous, steeds and immolated men.) 
These, wrapt in double cawls of iat, prepare ; 
And in the gplden vase dispose with care ; 
There let them rest, with decent honour Wd, 
Till I shall follow to th* infernal shade. 
Meantime erect the tomb with pious hands, 
A common structure on the humble sands; 
Hereafter Greece some nubler work may raise. 
And late posteri^ record our praise. 

The Greeks oliey ; wh^re yet the embers glow ) 
Wide o*er the pile the sable wine they throw, > 

And deep subsides the ashy heap below. V 

{Jazt the white bones his sad companions plaoe. 
With tears coUected, in the golden vase. 
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The sacred relics to the tent they bore ; 
The um a veil of linen oover'd o'er. 
That done, they bid the sepulchre aspire, 
And cast the deep foundations round the pyie ; 
High in the midst they heap the swelling bed 
Of rising earth, memorial oi the dead. 

The swarming populace the chief detains. 
And leads amidst a wide extent of plains ; 
There pUtc'd them round: then from the ships piooe^d 
A train of oxen, mules, and stately steeds. 
Vases and tripods, (for the fun'ral games,) 
Resi^endent brass, and more resplendent danoM 
First stood the prizes to reward the force 
Of rafHd racers in, the dusty course : 
A woman for the first, in beauty's bloom, 
Skill'd in the needle, and the labouring loom: 
And a large vase, where two bright hfuidles rifd, 
Of twenty measures its conspicuous size. 
The second victor claims a mare unbroke. 
Big with a mule, unknowiiig of the yoke: 
The third a charger, yet untouch'd by flame ; 
Four ample measures held the shining finme : 
Two golden talents for the fourth were plac*d ; • 
An ample double bowl contents the last. 
These m &ir order rang'd upon the plain. 
The hero, rising, thus address'd the train : 

Behold the prizes, valiant Greeks ! decrised 
To the brave rulers of the racing steed ; 
Prizes which none beside ourself could cajn, 
Should our immortal coursers take the plain, 
(A race unrivall'd, which from Ocean's God 
Peleus received, and on his son bestow'd.) 
But this no time our vigour to display ; 
Nor suit, with them, the games or this sad day; 
Lost in Patroclos now, tlmt wont to deck 
Their flowine manes, and sleek their glossy neck. 
Sad as they shar'd, in human grief, they stand. 
And trail those graceful honours on the sand ; 

VOL. IL F 
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Let otben Ibr the noble task pxepare, 
Who trust the courser, and the fqring car. 

Fir*d at his word, the rhral racers rise ; 
But &r the first, Eumelus hopes the prise, 
FamM thrcMigh Pieria for the fleetest breed, 
And dtill'd to manage the high-bounding steed. 
With equal ardour bold Tydides swell'd. 
The. steeds of Tros beneath his yoke compelled, 
(Which late obeyM the Danfan chiefs command. 
When scarce auod redeemM him firom his hand,) 
Tlien Menelaus his Podargus brings, 
And the fiimM courser of the King of Kings: 
Whom rich Echepolus (mote rich than l»ave,) 
To *scape the wars, to Agamemnon gave, 
(iEthe her nameO at iu>me to end his days ; 
case wealth preKrring to eternal praise. 
Nest him Antilochus demands the course, 
With beatine heartland cheers his Pylian horse 
EjqperiencM Nestor gives his son the reins. 
Directs his judgment, and his heat restrains; 
Nor idly warns the hoary sire, nor hears 
Thi prudent son with unattending ears: 

My son ! though youthful ardour fire thy breast. 
The Gods have lov*d thee, and with arts have blesty 
Neptune and Jove on thee conferred the skill. 
Swift round the goal to turn die flying wheel. 
To guide thy conduct, little precept needs ; 
But slow, and past their vigour are my steeds. 
Fear not thy nyals, though for swiftness known* 
Compare those rivals* judgment, and thy ownt 
It is not stren^h, but airt, obtains the prise, 
And to be swift is less than to be wise. 
*Ti8 more by art than force of numerous stroke^ 
The dextrous woodman shapes the stubborn oaki; 
By art the pilot, through the boiling deep 
And howling tempest, steers the fearless ship ; 
And *tl8 the artist wins the glorious course. 
Not those who trust in chariots and in horse. 
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Tn run ; unskilfbl, to the goal they strive, 

And short or wide, th* ungoveniM coursers drive: 

While with sure ektUf though with inferior steeds, 

The knowing racer to his end* proceeds ; 

Fix'd on the goal his eye, fore-runs the course, 

His hand unerring steers the steady horse, 

And now contracts or now extends the rein, 

Observing still the foremost on the plain. 

Mark then the goal, 'tis easy to be nxind ; 

Yon aged trunk, a cubit from the ground ; 

Of some once stately oak the last remains. 

Or hardy fir, unpcrisb'd with the rains: 

EnclosM widi stones, conspicuous from afar; 

And round, a circle for the wheeline car 

(Some tomb, perhaps, of old ; tbe dead to grace ; 

Or then, as now, the limit of a race) : 

Bear close to this, and warily proceed, 

A little bending to the left-hand steed ; 

But uige the right, and jpve him all the reins ; 

While thy strict hand his fellow's head restrains, 

And turns him short ; till, doubling as they roU, 

The wheels round naves appear to brush the goaL 

Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horse) 

Clear of the stony heap direct the course ; 

Lest, through incaution failing, thou may*8t be 

A joy to ouers, a reproach to me. 

So shalt thou pass the ^1, secure of mind. 

And leave unskilful swiftness lar behind \ 

Thoueh thy fierce rival drove the matichless steed 

Which bore Adrastus, of celestial breed , 

Or the fiimM race, through all the regions known, 

That wbirIM the car of proud Laomedon.. 

Thusi (nought unsaid) the much-ad vinng sage. 
Concludes ; then sate, stiff with unwieldy ag^ 
Next bold Meriones was seen to rise, 
The last, but not least ardent for the |>rixe. 
Ther mount their seats; the lots their place dispose ; 
(Boli'd in his hahnet, these Achilles throws.) 
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Young Nestor leads Uie race : Eumelus thea ; 

And next the brother of the king of men: 

Thy lot, Meriones, the fourth was cast ; 

And far the bravest, Dlomed, was last 

They stand in order, an impatient train ; 

Pelides points Ui«!^bariier on the plain. 

And sends before old Phccnix to the place. 

To mark the racers, and to judge the race. 

At once the coursers from the barrier bound ; 

The lifted scoui^s all at once resound ; 

Their heart, their eyes, their voice, they send before ; 

And up the champaign thunder from the shore: 

Thick, where they drive, the dusty clouds arise, 

And the lost courser in the whirlwind flies ; 

Loose on their shoulders the long manes, reclined, 

Float in their speed, and dance upon the wind: 

The smoking chariots, rapid as they bound. 

Now seem to touch the sky, and now the ground. 

While hot for fame, and conquest all their care, 

(Each o*er his flying courser hung in air) 

Erect with ardour, poised upon the rein, 

They pant, Uiey stretch, they shout ak>ng the plain. 

Now (the last compass fetchM around the goal) 

At the near prize each gathers all his soul, 

Each bums with double hope, with double pain. 

Tears up the sliore, and thunders toward the main. 

First flew Eumelus on Ph^eretian steeds ; 

With those of Tros, bold Diomed succeeds ; 

Close on Eumelus' back they puff the wind, 

And seem jusi mounting on his car behind ; 

Full on his neck he feels the sultry breeze, 

And hovering o'er, their stretching shadows sees. 

Then had he lost, or left a doubtful prize : 

But angry Phcebus to Tydides flies. 

Strikes from his hand the scouige, and render! yain 

His matchless horses' labour on the plain. 

Rage fills his eye ^ ith anguish to survey, 

Snatch'd firom his hope, the glorits of the day. 
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The fraud celestia} Pallas sees with pain, 
Sprines to her knight^ and gires the scouige again. 
And l[lls his steeds with vigour. At a stroke. 
She breaks his rival^s chariot firom the yoke ; 
No more their way the startled horses held ; 
The car reversed came rattling on the field, 
Shot headlong, firom his seat, beside the wheel. 
Prone on th* dust the unhappy master fell ; 
His batterM face and elbows strike the ground ; 
Nose, mouth, and firont, one undistinguish*d wound ; 
Grief stops his voice, a torrent drowns his eyes ; 
Before hmi far the glad Tydides flies ; 
Minerva^s spirit drives his matchless pace, 
' And crowns him victor of the labour'd race. 

The next, though distant, Mcnelaus succeeds ; 
While thus young Nestor animates his steeds, 
Now, now, my generous pair, exert your force ; 
Not that we hope to match Tydides' horse. 
Since ^at Minerva wings their rapid way. 
And gives their lord the honours or the day. 
But reach Atrides ! shall his mare outgo 
Four swiftness, vanquishM by a female foe ? 
Through your neglect, if lading on the plain 
The last ignoble gift be all we gain ; 
No more shall Nestor's hand your food supply, 
The old man's fury rises and ye die. 
Haste then ; yon narrow road before our sight 
Presents th' occasion, could we use ib right. 

Thus he : The coursers at their master's threat 
With quicker steps the sounding champaign beat 
And now Antilocbus with nice survey. 
Observes the compass of the hollow way. 
'Twas where by force of wintry torrents torn, 
Fast by tlic road a precipice was worn : 
Here, where but one could pass to shun the throng 
The Spartan hero's chariot smok'd along. 
Close up the venturous youth resolves to keep, 
Still edging near, and bears him toward the stoepi ' 
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Atrides, trembling, casts his eye below, ■ 

And wcMiders at ;he rashness of bU foe. 

Hold, stay your steeds — What madness thus to ride 

This narrow way ; take larger field (he cried) 

Or boih must ftU — Atrides cried in vain ; 

He flies more fast, and throws up all the rein. 

Far as an able arm the disk can send. 

When youthful rivals their full force extend, 

So far, Antilochus ! thy chariot flew 

Before the king : be, cautious,backward dsew 

His horse,compeird ; foreboding in his foars 

The rattling ruin of the clashing cars, 

The floundering coursers rolling on the plain. 

And conquest lost through frantic haste to g^. 

But thus upbraids his rival as he flies : 

Go, furious youth ! ungenerous and unwise ! 

Go, but expect not PU the prise resign ; 

Add perjuiy to fraud, and make it thine-^ 

Then to his steeds with aU his force he cries; 

Be swift, be vigorous, and r^ain the prise ! 

Your rivals, destitute of youUiful force, 

With fainting knees shall labour in the course, 

And yield the ^ory yours — The steeds obey ; 

Already at their heels the^ wing their way. 

And seem already to retneve \l\e day. 

Meantime the Grecians in a ring beheld, 
The coursers bounding o*er the dusty field, 
The first who mark*d them was the Cretan king ; 
High oil a rising ground, above the ring, 
The monarch sate : from whence with sure sunrej 
He well observed the chief who led the way. 
And heard from far his animating cries, 
And saw the foremost steed with sharpened e^ ; 
On whose broad front, a blaze of shining whita, 
liike the full moon stood obvious to the si^t. 
He saw ; and, rising, to the Greeks begun : 
Are yonder horse discerned by me alone ? 
C^ can ye, all, another chief survey, 
And other steeds, than lately led the vn^l 
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Those though the twiftest, by some God iridihelcl, 
Lie sure disabled in the middle field : 
For since the coal they doubled, round the plain 
I search to find them« but I search in vain. 
Perchance the reins forsook the driver*s hand, 
And, tum*d too short, he tumbled on the strand. 
Shot firom the chariot { while his coiursers stray 
With firantic fiiry finom the destinM wav. 
Rise then some other, and inform my sight, 
(For these dim eyes, perhaps discern not njj^t) 
Yet sure he seems (to judge by shape and tax) 
Tlie neat JEtolian chief, renowned m war. 

Old man ! (Oileus rashly thus replies) 
Tky tongue too hastily confers the prize ; 
Of those who view the course, not sharpest ey*dy 
Nor youngest, vet the readiest to decide, 
Eumelus* steeds hi^h bounding in the chase, 
StU as at first, unrtvallM lead the race, 
I well discern him as he shakes the rein. 
And hear his shouts victorious o*er the plain, 
llius he. Idomeneus incensM rejoin'd : 
Barbarous of words ' and arrogant of mind ! 
Contentious prince, of all the Greeks beside 
The last in merit, as the first in pride : 
To vile reproach what answer can we make ? 
A goblet or a tripod let us stake. 
And be the king the judge. The most unwise 
Will learn their rashness, when they pay the price. 

He said and Ajax, by mad passion borne. 
Stem had replied ; fisice scorn enhancing scorn 
To fell extremes. But Thetis* godlike son 
Awful amidst them rose, and thus began : 

Forbear, jre chiefs ! reproachiiil to contend ; 
Much would you blame, should others thus ofiend 
And lo ! th* approachmg steeds your contest end. 
Ho sooner had he spoke, but, thundering near. 
Drives through a stream of dust the charioteec. 
High o*er his head the ciicUng lash he wields; 
His bouodiog horses ecarceJIy touch the fieldi: 



■\ 



2St TBfi ILIAD. BOOK 

His car amidtt the dusty whirlwmd loIlM, 
Brwht with the mingled blaze of tin and gold, 
Refulgent through the cloud ; no eye could find 
The track his flying wheels had left behind : 
And the fierce coursers urg*d their rapid pace 
So swift, it seemM a flisht and not a r^ce. 
Now victor at tlie goal Tydides st^ds, 
Quits his bright car« and springs upon the sands ; 
From the hot steeds the sweaty, torreots stream ; 
The well-plied whip is hung athwart the beam: 
With joy oiave Sthenelus receives the prixe, 
The tripod vase, and dame with radiant ejes: 
These to the ships his train triumphant leads, 
The phief himself unyokes the panting steeds. 

Young Nestor follows (who by art, not force, 
0*er-passM Atrides) second in the bourse. 
Behind, Atrides urg*4 the race more near. 
Than to the courser in his swift career 
The following car, just touching with his heel. 
And brushing with nis tail the whirling wheel i 
Such and so narrow now the ^lace between 
The rivals, late so distant on the green ; 
So soon swift Jlthe her lost ground regain'd. 
One len^, one moment, had the race obtain'd. 

Merion pursuM, at greater distance still. 
With tardier coursers and inferior skill. 
Last came, Admetus .' thy unhappy son ; . .,. 
Slow diaggM the steeds his batterM chariot on : 
Achilles saw, and pitying thus begun : 

Behold ! the man whose matchless art surpaat 
The sons of Greece ! the ablest, yet the last ! 
Fortune denies, but justice bids us pay 
(f)ince great Tydides bears ihc first away) 
To hiin the second honours of the day. 
The Greeks consent with loud applauding crleii 
And then Euinelus had received the jir.ze. 
But youthful i\e<>tor, jealous of his fame, 
Th* award opposes, and asserts his claim 
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Think not (he cries) I tamely wQl resign, 

O Peleus* son ! the mare so Tustly mme. 

What if the Gods, the skilful to confound. 

Have thrown the horse and horseman to the ground? 

Perhaps he sought not heaven by sacrifice, 

And vows omitted forfeited the prize. 

If yet (distinction to thy friend to show, 

And please a soul desirous to bestow) 

Some gift must grace Eumelus ; view thy etora 

Of beauteous haiildmaids, steeds, and shining ore ; 

An ample present let him thence receive. 

And Greece shall praise thy eeneious thirst to give. 

But this my prize I never shflul forego : 

This, wbobut touches, warriors ! is my foe. 

Thus spake the youth ; . nor did his words ofifond ; 
PleasM with the well-tumM flattery of a friend, 
Achilles smiPd : the eift proposM (he cried) 
Antilochus ! we shall ourself provide. 
With plate»of brass the corselet coverM o*er 
(The same renowned Asteropaeus wore,) 
Whose glittering margins raised with silver shine, 
(No vul|ar gift) Eumelus, shall be thine. 

He said : Automedon at his command 
The corselet brough^ and gave it to his hand. 
Distinguished by his friend, his bosom glows . 

With generous jov : then Menelaus rose ; 
The herald placM the sceptre in his hands, 
And stiird tne clamour of the shouting bands. 
Not without cause incensM at Nestor^s son. 
And inly grieving, thus the king b^un : 

The praise of wisdom, in thy youth obtain'd. 
An act so rash Antilochus has stain*d. 
Robbed of my glory and my just reward, 
To you, O Grecians ! be my wrong declarMt 
So not a leader shall our conduct blame, 
Or '}\idge nie envious of a rival's fame. 
But shall not we, ourselves, the truth mamtain f 
What needs appealing in a &ct so plain ? 
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What Graek ahall blune ine, If Ilnd thee rise, 
Aod TiodJcate by oath th' iU-gotten prise f 
Bise if tbou dar'st, befim thy chariot standt 
The driring acoui;^ high-lifted io thy haod ; 
And touch thy steeds, and swear thy whole intent 
Was but to conquer, not to ciicumTent 
Swear by that God whose liquid arms sunound 
The ^lobe, and whoee dvad iwrthqiiake heaves tba 
ground. 

The pnident chief with calm attention heard ; 
Then mildly thus : Excuse, if vouth have en'd 
Superior as thou art, ibigive th* offence. 
Nor I thy equal, or in years or sense. 
Thou Itnow'st t&e errors of unripenM age; 
Weak are its counsels, headlong is its rage. 
The prize I quit, if thou thy wrath reskn ; ^ 
The mare, or au^t thou a^'st, be fireefy thhie. 
Ere I become (from thy dear friendship torn} 
Hateful to thee, and to the gods Ibrswom. 

So spoke Antilochus : and at the word 
The mare contested to the kinf restor*d. 
Joy swells his soul : as woen the vernal grain 
Lifts the green year above tlie springing plain, 
The fields their vegetable life renew, 
And-^ugh and fitter with the morning dew , 
Such ^y the Spartan's shining face overspread. 
And hfted his gay heart while thus he said: 

Still may our souls, O generous youth I agree, 
*Ti8 now Atrides* turn to yield to thee. 
Rash heat perhaps a moment might control. 
Not break, the setded temper of thy souL 
Not but (my firiend) 'tis stdl the wiser way 
To wave contention with superior sway ; 
For ah ! how few, who should like thee offimd, 
like thee have talents to regain the friend? 
To plead indulgence, and thv &ult atone, 
Suffice thy fiither's merit aud thy own : 
Generous alike, for me, the sire and son 
^-^ve .greatly su&r'd, and have greatly dona. 
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I yield ; Chat all may kiiovr, my soul can bend« 
Nor is nry pride prenerr'd before my friend. 

He said ; and, pleasM his passion to command* 
ResignM ttie courser to Noeman*s liand. 
Friend of the youtliful chief: himself content. 
The shining charger to his vessel sent 
The eoldeu talents Merion next obtam'd ; 
The Efth reward, the double bowl, remained. 
Achilles this to reverend Nestor bears, 
And thus the purpose of his gift declares: 

Accept thou this, O sacred sire ! (he said) 
In dear memorial of Patroclus dead ; 
Dead, and for ever lost, Patroclus lies, 
For ever snatchM from our desiring eyes ! 
Take thou this token of a grateful heart, 
Though *tis not thine to hurl the distant dart. 
The quoit to toss, the ponderous mace to wicdd. 
Or urge the race, or wrestle on the field. 
Thy pristine vigour age has Overthrown, 
But left the glory of the past tliy own. 

He said, and placed the goblet at his nde ; 
With joy the venerable king replied : 

Wisely and well, mv son, thy words have prov*d 
A senior honourM and a friend beloved ! 
Too true it is, deserted of my strength, 
These withered arms and limbs have fkil'd at length. 
Oh ! had I now that force I felt of yore. 
Known through Buprasium and the Pylian shoio ! 
Victorious then in every solemn game, 
OrdetinM to Amarynces* mighty name ; 
The brave Epeians gave my glory way, 
jEtolians, Pyliaus, sul resign the day. 
I queUM Clytomedes in ^rits of hand. 
And backward hurPd Aocaeus on the sand, 
Surpast Iphyclus in the swift career, 
Phyleus and Polydorus with a spear, 
^he sons of Actor won the prize of horsei 
But won by nuraben, not by an or focce 
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For the fiun^d tirins^ impatient to sunrej 
Pnze after prize by Nestor borne away, 
Sprung to their car ; and with united pains 
One lashM the coursers, while one ruPd the nma. 
Such once 1 was I now to these tasks succeeds 
A younger race, that emulate our deeds : 
I yield, alas ! (to age who must not yield ?) 
Though once the foremost hero of the field. 
Go ihou, my son I by generous friendship led. 
With martial honours decorate the dead ; 
While pleasM I take the gift thy hands present 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent ;) 
Kejoic'd, of all the numerous Greeks, to see 
Not one but honours sacred age and me : 
Those due distinctions thou so well canst pay. 
May the just Gods return another day ! 

Proud of tiie gift, thus spake the full of days. 
Achilles heard him, prouder of the praise. 

The prizes next are orderM to the field. 
For the bold champaons who the ca;stus wield. 
A stately mule, as yet by toils unbroke. 
Of sbi years age, unconscious of the yoke, 
Is to the circus led, and firmly bound ; 
Next stajids a goblet, massy, large and round. 
Achilles rising thus: let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight ; 
Who dare the foe with lifted arms provoke, 
And rush beneath the long-desoenrling stroke. 
On whom Apollo shall the palm bestow, 
And whom the Greeks supreme by conquest know. 
This mule his dauntless labours shall repay ; 
The vanquished bear the massy bowl away. 

This dreadful combat great Epeus chose ; 
High o*er the crowd, enormous bulk ! he rose. 
And seized the beast, and thus bc^n to say: 
Sund forth some man, to bear the bowl away 2 
(Price of his ruin ;) for who dares deny 
This mule my right : th' undoubted victor I f 
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Otliers, *ti8 own*d, in fields of battle shine. 
But the first-honours of this fight are mine ; 
For who excels in all? Then let my foe 
Draw near, but first his certain fortune know, 
Secure, this hand shall his whole frame confound. 
Mash all his bones, and all his body pound : 
So let his friends be nigh, a needful train 
To heave the batterM carcass off the plaixL 

The giant spoke ; and in a stupid gaze 
The host beheld him, silent with amaze ! 
*Twa8 thou, Euryalus ! who durst aspire 
To meet his might, and emulate thy sire, 
The great Medstbeus, who in days of yore 
In Theban games the noblest trophy bore, 
(The |ames ordained dead (Edipus to grace) 
And smgly vanquish'd the Cadmsean race. 
Him great Tydides urges to contend, 
Wann with the hopes of conquest for his friend; 
Officious with the cinpture girds him round ; 
And to his wrists the gloves of death are bound. 
Amid the circle now each champion stands, 
And poises high in air his iron hands ; 
With clashing gauntlets now they fiercely close. 
Their crackling jaws re-echo to the blows, 
And painful sweat from all their members flows. 
At length Epeus dealt a weighty blow, 
Full on the cheek of his unwary foe ; 
Beneath that ponderous arm's resistless sway 
Down dropt he nervelessiand extended lay. 
As a large fish, when winds and waters roar. 
By some huge billow dashM against the shore. 
Lies panting : not less battered with his wound, 
The bleeding hero pants upon the ground. 
To rear his fallen toe, the victor lends, 
Scornful, his hand ; and gives him to his firiends ; 
Whose arms support him, reelinz tlirough the throng 
And dragging his disabled legs along ; 
NoddiiigThis head bangs down his shoulder o*er ; 
His mouth and nostrils pour the clotted gore ; 
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Wnpt romid in mists he lies, and lost to tiious^t; 
His ttiends receive the bowl too dearly bought. 

The third bold game Achilles next demands. 
And calls the wrestlers to the level sands: 
A massy tripod for the victor lies, 
Of twice six oxen its reputed price ; 
And next, the loser's ^irits to restore, 
A female captive, Talu*d but at four. 
Scaice did tne chief the vigorous strife propose. 
When tower-like Ajax and Ulysses rose. 
Amid the ring each nervous rival stands. 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands : 
Close locked above, their heads and arms are mixt ; 
Below, their planted feet, at distance fixt: 
Like two strong rafters which the builder forma 
Pkoof to the wintry wind and howling storms, 
Their tops connected, but at wider soace 
Fixt en their centre stands their solid base. 
Now to the grasp each manly body bends ; 
The humid sweat from every pore descends; 
Their bones resound with blows : sides, shoulders, tbigh>^ 
Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumors rise. 
Nor could Ulysses, fox his art renown'd, 
Overturn the strength of Ajax on the ground ; 
Nor could the strength of Ajax overthrow 
The watchful caution of his artful foe. 
While the long strife e*en tir*d the lookers-on. 
Thus to Ulysses spoke great Telamon : 
Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me : 
Prove we our force, and Jove the rest decreet 

He sand ; and straining heavM him off the grouiid 
With matchless strength ; that time Ulysses found 
The strength t* evade, and where the nerves combim 
His ancle struck ; the giant fell supine ; 
Ulysses following, on nis bosom lies ; 
Shouts of applause run rattling through the skii 
^ax to lift, Ulysses next essays, 
He barely stirr>d him, but he could not nam < 
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His knee locked fiist, the foe*8 attempt denied , 
And grappling close, they tumbled side by side. 
DefilM with honourable i^ust they roll. 
Still breathing strife* and unsubdued of soul: 
Again they rage, again to combat rise ; 
When great Achilles thus divides the prize :' 

Tour noble vigour, oh, my iriends restrain; 
Nor weary out your generous strength in vain. 
Ye both have won : let others who excel. 
Now prove that prowess you have provM so weQ. 

The hero's words the willing chiefs obey, 
From their tir*d bodies wipe the dust away. 
And, cloth*d anew, the foUowing games survey. 
And now succeed the gifts ordainM to grace 
The youths contending in the rapid race. 
A silver um that full six measures held. 
By none in weight or workmanship excellM ; 
Sidonian artists taupht the frame to shine, 
Elaborate, with artifice divine ; 
Whence Tyrian sailors did the prize transport^ 
And gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port: 
From him descended, epod £unaeus heirM 
The glorious gift; ana, for hycwm spared, 
To brave Patroclus gave the rich reward. 
Now, the same hero's funeral rites to grace. 
It stands the prize of swiftness in the race. 
A well-fed ox was for the second placed ; 
And half a talent must content the last 
Achilles rising then bespoke the train ; > 

Who hope the palm of swiftness to obtun, > 

Stand forth, and bear these prizes from the pdain. ) 

The hero sud, and starting from his place 
Oilean A jax rises to the race ; 
Ulysses next; and he whose speed surpast 
His youthful equals, Nestor's son the last 
Rans*d in a line the ready racers stand ; 
Pelides points the barrier with his hand , 
All start at once ; OHeus led the race ; 
Tbo next UlyssM, measuring pace by pace; 
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Behind him, dili^t]^ dose, he sped, 
As closely following as the running thread 
The spindle follows, and displays the charms 
Of the fsyr spinster^s breast, and moving arms; 
Graceful in motion thus, his foe, he plies. 
And treads each footstep ere the dust can rise : 
His gldwing breath upon his shoulders plays ; 
Th* admiring Greeks loud acclamations raise* 
To him they ^ive their wishes, hearts, and eyes. 
And send their souls before him as he flies. ^ 
Now three times tum*d in prospect of the goal. 
The panting chief to Pallas lifts his soul : 
Assist, C Goddess ! (thus in thouglit he pray*d^ 
And present at his thought, descends the Maia. 
Buoy^dl by her heavenly force he seems to swim. 
And feels a pinion lifting every limb. 
All fierce, and ready now the prize to g&in, 
Unhappy Ajax stumbles on the plain 
(0*erturn'd by Pallas ;) where the slippery shore 
Was closgM with slimy dung, and mingled gore 
(The selfsame place beside Patroclus* pyre. 
Where lato the slaughter^ victims fed the fire :) 
BesmearM witii filth, and blotted o^er with clay. 
Obscene to sight, the rueful racer lay ; 
The well-fed bull (the second prize) he shared, 
And left the urn Ulysses* rich reward. 
Then, grasping by the horn the mighty beast. 
The bsSSea hero thus the Greeks addrest: 

Accursed fete ! the conquest I forego ; 
A mortal I, a Goddess was my foe ; 
She arg*d her favourite on the rapid way, 
And Pallas, not Ulvsses won the day. 

Thus sotirly waird he, sputtering dirt and gme, 
A burst of laughter echoed through the shore, ^ 
Antilochus, mote humorous than the rest. 
Takes the last prize, and takes it with a jesL 

Why with our wiser elders should we strive ? 
The Gods still love them, and they always thuTS. 
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Te gee, to Ajax T must yield the prise : 
He to triysees, still more agM and wise ; 
(A green old age unconscioas of decaya, 
That prove the hero bom in better days t) 
Behold his vigour in this active race ! 
Achilltis only boasts a swifter pace : 
For who can match Achilles f He who can 
Must yet biB more than hero, more than man. 

Th* effect succeeds the speech, Pelides criM, 
Thy artful praise deserves a better prise. 
Nor Greece in vain shall hear thy fnend extolPd: 
Receive a talent of the purest gnld. 
The youth departs content The host admire 
The son of Nestor, worthy of his sire. 

Next these a buckler, spear, and helm, he biiiici( 
Cast on the plain the brasen burden rings : 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedon wore. 
And great JE*atroclus in short tnumph bore. 
Stand forth the bravest of our host ! (he cries) , 
Whoever dares deserve so rich a prise. 
Now grace the lists before our army*s sight. 
And, sheathM in steel, provoke his foe to fight. 
Who first the jointed armour shall explore, • 
And stain his rival^s mail with Issuing gore ; ' 
The sword which Asteropeus possest of old 
(A Thracian blade, distinct with studs of gold) 
Shall pay the suoke, and grace the striker*s sioa; 
These arms in common let the chiefs divide: 
For each brave champion, when the combat endi^ 
A sumptuous banquet at our tent attends. 

Fierce at the word, up rose great Tydeus* son, 
And the huse bulk of Ajax Telamon. 
Clad in refulgent steel on either hand. 
The dreadful chiefs amid the circle stand : 
Lowering they meet, tremendous to the sight; 
Each Aigive bosom beats with fierce deligfit 
Opposed m'arms not long they idly stood. 
But thrice they dos'd, and thrice the cliarge renewU 

TOL. n. Q 
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A fiirious pass the spear of Ajax made 

Through the broad shield, but at the corselet ataj^d: 

Not thus the foe : his javfrUn aiiuM above 

The buckler's margin at the neck he drove. 

But Greece now trembling for her heroes liioy 

Bade share the honours and surcease the sinle. 

Yet still the victor's due Tydides gains, 

Yfith him the sword and studded belt remains. 

Then barPd the hero, thundering on the groimdf 
A mass of iron (an enormous round) 
Whose wei^t and size the circling Greeks adnun* 
Rude from the furnace, and but sbap'd bjfire. 
This mighty quoit Action wont to rear. 
And from his whirling arm dismiss in air; 
The paai by Achilles slain, he stowM 
Among his spoils this memorable load. 
For this, he bids those nervous artists vie, 
That teach the disk to sound along the sky. 
Let him whose might can hurl this bowl, arise ; 
Vfbo farthest iiurls it, takes it as his prize : 
If be be one, enrichM with lai'ge domain 
Of downs for flocks, and arable for grain. 
Small stock of iron needs that man provide ; 
His hinds and swains whole years snail be 80| 
From hence : nor ask the neighbouring city's aid. 
For ploughshares, wheels, and all the rural tradtt. 

Stem ro^poetes stept before the throng, 
And great Leontep,more than mortal strong ; 
IVhose force with rival forces to oppose, 
Up rose great Ajax ; tip Epeus rose. 
Each stood in order: first Epeus threw; 
High o'er the wondering crowds the whurling ciralefev. 
Leontes next a little space surpast, 
And third, the strength of godlike Ajax cut 
O'er both their marks it^w ; till fiercely flui^ 
From Polypoetes' arm the discos sung : 
Far as a swain his whirling eheepbook tbiowt, 
^hat distant falls among the ff»atig towi^ 
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So past tbem all the rapid circle flies : 1 

His friends (while loud applauses shake the skies) > 
With force coiijoinM heave off the weighty prize. y 

Those who in skilfiri archery contend, 
He next invites the twanging bow to bend : 
And twice ten axes cast amidst tlie round 
(Ten double-edg'd, and ten that sindy wound.) 
The mast, which late a first-rate gaUey bore, 
The hero fixes in the sandy diore; 
To the tall top a milk-white dove they tie, 
The tmnbliug mark at which their arrows fly. 
Whose weapon strikes yon fluttering bird, shall bear 
These two-edgM axes, terrible in war; 
The single, he, whose shaft divides the cord. 
He said : experienced Merion took the word ; 
And skilfiil feucer: in the helm they tlirew 
Their lots inscrib*d, and fi>rth the latter flew. 
Swift from the string the sounding arrow ^es; 
But flies unblest ! No grateful sacrifice. 
No firstling lambs, unheedful ! didst thou vow 
To Ph(sbu% patron of the shaft and bow. 
For this, thy well-aimM arrow, turned aside, 
ErrM firom the dove, yet cut the cord that tied t 
Adown the main-mast fell the parted stting. 
And tlie free bird to heaven displays her wing: 
Seas, shores, and ^ues with loud applause resound. 
And Merion eager meditates the wound : 
He takes the bow, directs the shaft above. 
And, following with his eye the soaring dove, 
Implores the God to speed it through the skies, 
With vows of firstling lambs, and gratefiil sacrifice. 
The dove, in airy circles as she wheels. 
Amid the clouds the piercing arrow feels ; 
Quite tbroiu^ and through the point its passage founds 
And at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 
The wounded bird, ere yet she breath'd her lasti 
With flagging wings ali^ted on the mast ; 
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A moment hung, and spread her pinions there, 
Then sudden dropt, and left her hfe in ur. 
From the pleasM crowd new peals of thunder rise, 
And to the ships brave Merion bears the piixe. 

To close the funei-al games, Achilles last 
A massy spear amid the circle placed, 
And ample chai^ger of unsullied frame. 
With flowers high-wrought, not blackenM jet by 
For these he bicte the heroes prove their art. 
Whose dextrous skill directs the flying dart 
Here too great Merion hopes the noble prize ; 
Nor here disdain'd the king of men to nse. 
With joy Pelides saw the honour paid, 
Rose to the monarch, and respectful said : 

Thee first in virtue as in power supreme, 
O king of nations ! all thy Greeks proclaim ; 
In every martial game thy worth attest, 
And know thee both their greatest and their best, 
Take then the prize, but let brave Merion bear 
This beamy javelin in thy brother^s war. 

PleasM nrom the heroes lips his praise to bear. 
The king to Merion gives the brazen spear: 
But, set apart for sacred use, commaoos 
The glittering chaiger to Talthybjus* handu 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
rke Rtdtmpiion qf the Body qf Bteior* 

The Ooi» delibenite about the redemption of Hector's bod/. 
Jupiter send Thetis to Achilles, to dispose him for the restop 
ing it ; and iris to Priam, to encoura^ him to go in person, and 
treat for it. The old king, notwithstanding the remonslraii> 
ces of his oueen, makes ready for the jour oey, to which he it 
encouraged by an omen from Jupiter. He sets forth in his 
chariot, with a wagon loaded with presents, under the cham 
of Idnos, the herald. Mercury descends in the shape ota 

5oung men, and conducts him to the parilioo of Achillos* 
'heir conversation on the way. Priam finds Achilles at his 
table, casts himself at his feet, and befi^ for the body of hi< 
son ; Achilles, moved with compassion, grants bu request, dc* 
tains him one night in his tent, and the next morning senda 
bim home with the body : The Troians run out to meet him. 
The lamentations of Andramar he, Hecuba, and Helen, with 
the solemnities of the funeral. 
The time of twelve days is employed in this book, while the 
body of Hector lies in the tent of Achilles. And as man/ 
more are spent' in the truce allowed for his interment The 
scene is poniy in Achilles' camp, and pertly in Troy. 



Now from the finish^ games the Greciftn band 
Seek their black ships and clear the crowded strand ; 
All stretch^ at ease the gjenial ban()uet share, 
And pleasinc slumbers quiet all their care. 
Not so Achmes: he to iprief resigned, 
His fHend's dear image present to his mind, 
Takes his sad conchy more unobserved to weep; 
Nor tastes the gifts of all-composing sleep. 
Restless he rolrd around his weary bed, 
And all his soul on his Patndus fed : 
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The fbnn so pleasing, and the heart so kind. 
That youthful vigour, and that manly mind, 
What toils they sbarM, what martial works they 

wrought, 
What seas they measured, and what fields they ibugjht: 
All past before him in remembrance dear. 
Thought follows thought, and tear succeeds to tn 
And now supine, now prone, the hero lay. 
Now shifts his side, impatient for the day : 
Then startins up, disconsolate he goes 
Wide on the lonely Ijeach to vent his woes. 
There as the solitary mourner raves. 
The ruddy morning rises o'er the waves : 
Soon as it roee, his furious steeds he ioin'd : 
The chariot flies, and Hector trails benind. 
And thrice, Fatroclus ! round thy monument 
Was Hector dra^M, then hurried to the tent 
There sleep at last o'ercoines the hero's eyes ; 
While foul in dust th* unhonour'd carcass lies, 
But not deserted by the pitying skies. 
For Phoebus watchM it with superior care, 
PreservM firom gaping wounds, and tainting air; 
And ignominious as it swept the field. 
Spread o*er the sacred corse his golden shield. 
All Heaven was mov'd, and Hermes willed to go 
By stealth to snatch him from th* insulting fi>e : 
But Neptune this, and Pallas this denies. 
And th* unrelenting Empress of the skies: 
E'er since that day implacable to Troy,. 
What time youn^ Paris, simple shepherd boy. 
Won by destructive lust (reward obscene) 
Their charms rejected for the Cyprian Queen. 
But when Uie tenth celestial morning broke ; 
To Heaven assembled, thus Apollo spoke : 

Unpitying Powen ! how oft each holy fane 
Has Hector tine'd with blood of victims dain! 
And can ye still his cold remains pursue? 
Still grudge his body to the Trojan's yiowf 
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Deny to coaeort, mother, 8<m, and sire 

The last sad honours of a funeral 6re ? 

Is then the dire Achilles all your caie f 

That iron heart, in6exibly severe ; 

A lion, not a man, who ^ughters wide 

In strength of rage and impotence of pride ; 

Who hastes to murder with a savage joy, 

Invades around, and breathes but to oesboy 

Shame is not of his soul ; nor underrtood. 

The greatest evil and the greatest good. 

Still for one loss he rages unresigpM, 

Repugnant to Uie lot of all mankind ; 

To lose a friend, a brother or a son, 

Heaven dooms each mortal, and its will is donei 

Awhile they sorrow, then dismiss their care ; 

Fate gives the wound, and man is bom to bear. 

But this, insatiate, the commission given 

By fate exceeds, and tempts the wrath of Heaven t 

Lo how his rag9 dishonest drags along 

Hector's dead earth, insensible of wrong ! 

Brave though he be, yet by no reason aw'd. 

He violates the laws of man "^and God. 

If equal honours by the partial skies 
Are doomed both heroes, (Juno thiis repUM) 
If Thetis* son must no distinction know, 
Then hear, ye Gods ! the Patron of the Bow. 
But Hector onl^ boasts a mortal claim ! 
His birth deriving from a mortal dame : 
Achilles of your own ethereal race 
Springs from a Goddess by a man's embrace, 
(A Goddess by ourself to Peleus given, 
A man divine, and chosen friend of Heaven.) 
To grace those nuptials from th» bright abode 
Yourselves were present ; where his minstrel God 
(Well pleas'd to share the ftast) amid the quire 
Stood proud to hvmn, and tune his youthful lyre. 

Then thus the Thunderer checks the xmpc^ dame. ) 
Let not thy wrath the court of Heaven inAiuue ; > 
Their merits, not their honours, are the same^ ^ 
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But mine, and eveiy God'sjpeculiar gmoe, 
Hector deserves, of all the Trojan race : 
StiH on our shrines his grateful offerings lay; 
(The only honour* men to Gods can pay ;) 
Nor ever from our smoking akar ceas'd- 
The pure libation, and the hdy feast. 
HowW by stealth to snatch the corse aw^. 
We will not : Thetis guards it night and day. 
But haste, and summon to our courts above 
The azure Queen : let her persuasion move 
Her furious eon from Priam to receive 
The proflerM ransom, and the corse to leave. 

He added not : and Iris from the skies, 
Swift as a whirlwind on tlie massage flies, 
Meteorous the face of ocean sweeps, 
Refulgent gliding o*er the sable deeps. 
Between where Samos wide his forests spreads, 
And rocky Unbrus lifts its pointed heads, 
Down pluns'd the Maid (the parted waves resound;) 
She plunged and instant shot tlie dark profound. 
As, bearing death in the fallacious bait, 
From the bent angle sinks the leaden weight ; 
So past tlie Goddess through the closing wave 
Where Thetis sorrowM in her secret cave : 
There placM amidst her roelaucholy train 
(The blue-hair'd sisters of the sacred main) 
Pensive she sat, revolving iiites to come, 
And wept her godlike son^s approaching doom. 

Then thus the goddess of ttie painted haw s 
Arise, O Thetis, nom thy seats below, 
*Tis Jove that calls. And why (the Dame fapUai) 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated skies i 
Sad object as I am for heavenly lightl 
Ah, may my sorrows ever shun the skht ! 
Howe*er, be heaven's almighty Sire ODey*d— 
She spake, and veil*d her head in sable shades 
Which flowing long, her graceful person dad ; , 
And forth she pac*d, majestksally huL 
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Then through the world of waters they repair 
(The way fiur Iris lech to upper air. 
The deeps dividing, o^er the coast they rise, 
And touch with momentary flight the skies. 
There in the lightning^s blaze &e Sire they found, 
And all the Gods in uiining synod round, 
Thetis approachM with anguish in her face, 

g Minerva risii^, gave the mourner place) 
*en Juno sought her sorrows to console, 
And offered from her hand the nectar bowl 
She tasted, and resim>*d it: then began 
The sacred Sire of Gods and mortal man : 

Thou com^st, four Thetis, but with grief o*erca8t 
Maternal sorrows ; lor^ ah long to last! > 
Suffice, we know and we partake thy cares: 
But yield to Fnte, and hear what Jove declares. 
Nine days are past, since all the court above 
In Hector's cause have movM the ear of Jove; 
*Twa8 voted, Hermes £roM his godlike foe 
By stealth should bear him, but we willM not so: 
We will, thy son himself the corse restore, 
And to his conquest add this glory more. 
Then hie thee to him, and our mandate bear , 
Tell him he tempts tlie wrath of heaven too for. 
Nor let him more (our anger if he dread) 
Vent his mad vengeance on the sacred dead : 
But yield to ransom and the fothefs prayer. 
The mournful fiither. Iris shall prepare, 
With gifts to sue ; and offer to his nands 
Whatever his honour asks, or heart demands. 

His word the silver-footed Queen attends, 
And from Olympus* snowy, tops descends. 
ArrivM, she heard the voice of loud lament, 
And echoing groans that shook the lofty tent 
His friends prepare the victim, and dispose 
Repast unheeded, while he vents his woes; 
The Goddess seats her by her pensive son, 
She prefat his hand, and tender thus begun 
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How long, unhappy ! shaU thy sorrows flow; 
And thy heart waste with life-consummg wo: 
MmHIeaB of food, or love, whose pleasing reign 
Sooths weary life, and softens human pain i 
O snatch the moments yet within thy power; 
Not long to livd, indulge the amorous hour ! 
Lo ! Jove himsdf (for Jove^s command I bear) 
Forbids to tempt the wrath of Heaven too &x. 
No longer then (his fuiy if thou dread) 
Detain the relics of great Hector dead ; 
Nor vent on senseless earth thy vengeuice vain. 
But yield to ran8on,and restore the slain. 

To whom Achilles: Be the ransom given. 
And we submit, since such the will of Heaven. 

While thus they communM, firom th* Olympian 
Jove orders Iris to the Trojan towers. 
Haste, wineed Goddess ! to the sacred town, 
And uige the monarch to redeem bis son ; 
Alone, the llian ramparts let him leave. 
And bear what stem Achilles may receive: 
Alone, for so we wilt: no Trojan near ; 
Except to place the dead virith decent care, 
Some aged herald, who with gentle hand, 
May the slow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danger dread. 
Safe through the foe by our protection led : 
Him Hermes to Achilles shall convey. 
Guard of his life, and partner of his way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles' self shall spare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair ; 
Some thought there must be, in a soul so brave, 
Some sense of duty, some desire to save. 

Then down her bow the winged Iris drivea, 
And swift at Priam's mournftd court arrives: 
Where the sad sons beside their father's throne 
Sate bath'd in tears, and answer*d groan with groen* 
And all amidst them lay the hoary sire, 
iSad scene of wo!) his feco, his wrapt attiie 
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CoDcealM from sight ; with frantic hands be spread 
A shower of ashes o*er his neck and head. 
From room to room his pensive daughters roam ; 
Whose sbrielcs and clunours fill the vaulted dome ; 
Mindful of those, who, late their pride and joy, 
Lie pale and breathless round the fields of Troy i 
Before the khnz Jove*s messenger appears, 
And thus in whispers greets his tiemoling ears: 

Fear not, oh &ther ! no ill news I bear ; 
From Jove I come, Jove makes thee still his care ; 
For Hoctor*s sake these walls he bids ihee leave, 
And bear what stern Achilles may receive » 
Alone, for so he wills : no Trojan near, 
Except to place the dead with decent care. 
Some aged herald, who with gentle hand 
May the slow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor shalt thou death, nor shalt thou dancer dread» 
Safe through the foe by his protection lea; 
Thee Hermes to Pelides shBul convey, 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way. 
Fierce as he is, Achilles* self shall spare 
Thy age, nor touch one venerable hair ; 
Some Uiought there must be, in a soul so biave, 
Some sense of duty, some desire to save. 

She spoke, and vanishM. Priam bids prepare 
His gentle mules, and harness to the car ; 
There, for the gifts a polishM casket lay ; 
His pious sons the king^s command obey 
Then pas8*d the monarch to his bridal-room. 
Where cedar-beams the lofty roofs perfume. 
And where the treasures of his empire lay ; 
Then callM his queen, and thus began to say: 

Unhappy consort of a king distrest ! 
Partake the troubles of thy husband's breast: 
I saw descend the messenger of Jove, 
Who bids me try Achilles mind to move; 
Forsake these ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corse of Hector, at yon oavy slaiik 
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Tell roe thy thoug^jl: my heart impels to go 
Through hostile camps, and bears me to the foe. 

The hoary monarcn thus. Her piercing cries 
Sad Hecuba renews, and then replies : 
Ah ! whither wanders thy distempered mind f ^ 
And where the prudence now that awM mankind ; 
Through Phrygia once, and foreign regions known ; 
Now all confus'd, distracted, overthrown? 
Singly to pass through hosts of foes ! to fiice 
(Oh, hecut of steel h the murderer of thy race ! 
To view that deathful eye, and wander o'er 
Those hands, yet red with Hector's noble gore ! 
Alas ! my Lora ! he knows not how to spare, 
And what his mercy, thy slain sons declare ; 
So brave ! so many fall'n ! To calm his rage 
Vain were thy dignity, and vain thy age. 
No— pent in this sad palace, let us give 
To grief the wretched days we have to live. - 
Still, still for Hector let our sorrows dow, 
Bom to his own and to his pareuts' wo ! 
lDoom*d from the hour his luckless life begun, 
To dogs, to vultures, and to Peleus*son ! 
Oh ! in his dearest blood might I allav 
My rage, and these barbarities repay! 
For ah ! eould Hector merit thus, whose breath 
Expir'd not meanly in unactive death ! 
He pour'd his latest blood in manly fight, 
Ana fell a hero in his country's right. 

Seek not to stay me, nor my soul affright 
With words of omen, like a bird of night 
Replied unmov'd the venerable man,) 
'Tis heaven commands me, and you urge in vain. 
Had any mortal voice th* injunction laid, 
Nor augur^riest, or seer had been obey'd. 
A present Goddess brou^t the high command, 
1 saw, I heard her, and the word shall stand. 
I go, ye Gods ! obedient to your call ; 
If in yon camp your powers have dooin'd my faOt - 
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Content — ^by the same hand let me expire ; 
Add to the slaughtered son the wretched sire ! 
One cold embrace at least may be allow*d. 
And my last tears flow mingled with his blood ! 

From forth his openM stores, this said, he drew 
Twelve costly carpets of refulgent hue, 
As many vests, as many mantles told. 
And twelve &ir veils, and garments stiff with gold. 
Two tripods next, and twice two chaigers diine, 
With ten pure talents from the richest* mine, 
And last a kurge well-labour'd bowl had place, 
(The pledge of treaties once with fHendly Thrace) > 
SeemM all too mean the stores he could employ. 
For one last look to buy him back to Troy ! 

Lo ! the sad father, frantic with his pain. 
Around him furious drives his mental train : 
In vain each slave with duteous care attends^ 
Each office hurts him, and each face offends. 
What make ye here ? officious crowds .' (he cries) 
Hence ! nor obtrude your anguish on my eyes. 
Have you no grit;is at home, to fix you there ; 
Am I the only object of despair ? 
Am I become my people^s common show. 
Set up by Jove your spectacle of wo ? 
No, you must feel him too ; yourselves must fiJL ; 
The same stern God to ruin gives you aU : 
Nor is great Hector lost by me alone ; 
Your sole defence, your guardian power is gone! 
I see your blood the fields of Phrygia drown, 
I see the ruins of your smokine town : 
O send me, Gods ! ere that sad dav shall coiiM» 
A willing ghost to Pluto^s dreary dfome ! 

He said, and feebly drives his firiends away; 
The sorrowing friends his frantic rag? obey. 
Next on his sons his erring fiiiy falls, 
Polites, Paris, Agathon, he cafls ; 
His threats DeTphobus and Dius hear, 
Hippothoufl Pammoo, Helemu the ~ 
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And g^enus Antiphon : for yet these nine 
SurvivM, sad relics of his numerous line. 

Inglorious sons, of an unhappy sire \ 
Why did not all in -Hector's cause expire ? 
Wretch thai I am ! my bravest offsprmg slain. 
You, the disgrace of Priam's house, remain 1 
Nestor the brare, renown'd in ranks of war, 
Willi Troileus, dreadful on his rushing car. 
And last great Hector, more than man divine, 
For sure he seemM not of terrestrial line ! 
All those relentless Mars untimely slew. 
And left me these, a soft and servile crew. 
Whose days the ftast and wanton dance employ. 
Gluttons and flatterers, the contempt of Troy ! 
Why teach me not my rapid wheels to run. 
And speed my journey to redeem my son ? 

The sons their father's wretched age reroe, 
Forgive his anger, and produce tlie car. 
Higl) on the seat the cabinet they bind : 
The new-made car with solid beauty shin'd ; 
Box was the yoke, emboss'd with cosily pains. 
And hung with ringlets to receive the rems; 
Nine cubits long, the traces swept the ground ; 
These yo the clmriot's polish'd pole they bound. 
Then fix'd a ring the running reins to guide. 
And close beneath, the gathered ends were tied. 
Next with the dfts (the price of Hector dain) 
The sad attendants load the groaning wain : 
Last to the yoke the well-match'd mules they biin^ 
(The gift of Mysia to the Trojan king.) 
But the fieur horses, long his darling care. 
Himself receiv'd, and hamass'd to his car: 
Griev'd as he was, he not this task denied: 
The hoary herald helped him, at his side. 
While careful these tbe gentle coursers jom'd 
Sad Hecuba approach'd with anxious mind ; 
A eolden bowl that flow'd with firagntnt wine, 
iLibatioa destin'd to the Power diYine) 
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Held in her right, before the steeds she stands^ 
And thus consigns it to toe monarches bands : 

Take this, and pour to Jo^e ; that, safb £K>m barms, 
His grace restore thee to our roof and amis. 
Since victor of thy fears, and slighting mine, 
Heaven, or thy soul, inspire this bold design . 
Pray to that God, who high on Ida^s brow 
Surveys thy desolated realms below,. 
His wingea messenger to send from high, 
And lead thy way with heavenly augury : 
Let the strong sovereign of the plumy race 
Tower on the right otyon ethereal space. 
That sign beheld, and strengthened &om abovew 
Boldly pursue the journey markM by Jove ; 
But if uie God his augury denies, 
Suppress thy impulse, nor reject advice. 

*Tis just (said Priam) to the Sire above, 
To raise our hands ; for who so good as Jove ^ 
He spoke, and bade th* attendant handmaid bring ■ 
The purest watdr of the living spring 
(Her rtedy hands the ewer and basin held ;) 
Then took the golden cup his queen had filled 4 
On the mid pavement pours the rosy wine. 
Uplifts his eyes aiid calls the Power divine : 

Oh fir^, and greatest I Heaven^s imperial Lord ! 
On lofty Ida*s holy hill Ador*d ! 
To stem Achilles now direct nw ways, 
And teach him mercy when a father prays. 
If such thy will, despatch from yonder sky 
Thy sacred bird, celestial augury ! 
Let the strong sovereign of the plumy race 
Tower on the ri^t of yon ethereal space : 
So shall thy suppliant, streogthenM trom abeva, 
Fearless pursue the journey marked by Jove. 

Jove heard his prayer, and £rom the thioue (Hi high 
Despatched his bird, celestial ausiiry I 
The swift-winged chaser of the feathefd gamtt 
And known to Gods by PtecnosVloity lumie. 
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Wide as appears some palace gate di8pla7*d. 
So broad, nis pinions stretchM their ample shades 
As stooping dexter with resounding wings 
Th* imperial bird descends in airy rings. 
A dawn of joy in every face appears ; 
The moummg matron dries her timorous tears: 
Swift on his car th* impatient monarch sprung ; 
The brazen portal in bis passaee rune. 
The mules preceding draw the loaded wain, 
Chaie*d wim the eins : Idsus holds the rein : 
The king himself nis gentle steeds controls, 
And throi;^ surrounding friends the chariot roOfl. 
On his slow wheels the following people wait. 
Mourn at each step, and give him up to Fate ; 
With hands uplifted, ey*a him as he past, 
And gaz*d upon him as they Igas'd their last 
Now forwara fares the fiither on his way, 
Throud) tlie bne fields, and back to Ilion they. 
Great Jove beheld him as he crost the plain, 
And felt the woes of miserable man. 
Then thus to Hermes: Thou whose constant cafet 
Still succour mortals, and attend their prayers, 
Behold an object to thy charge consignM : 
If ever pi^ touch*d thee for mankind. 
Go, guard the sire ; th* observing foe furevent. 
And safe conduct him lo Achilles* tent 

The God obeys, his golden pinions binds. 
And mounts incumbent on the wings of winds. 
That high, through fields of air, his flisht sustidn, 
0*er the wide earth, and o*er the bounoless main* 
Then grasps the wand that causes sleep to fly. 
Or in soft slumbers seals the wakeful e^e ; 
Thus ann*d, swift Hermes steers his any way. 
And stoops on Hellespont*s resoundixig sea. 
A beauteous Touth, majestic and divine. 
He 8eem*d ; iair oaring of some princely line! 
Now twilight veil*d the oaring face of day, ' 

And dad the dusky fields in sober gray; 
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^Vhat lime the herald and the hoary khi^, 
(Thctr chariots stopping at the silver spring, 
That circling Ilus' ancient marble flows) 
AIlowM their mules and steeds a short repose. 
Through the dim shade the herald first espies 
A man^s approach, and thus to Priam cries. 
I mark some toe's advance : O king ! beware , 
This bard adventure claims thy utmost caret 
For, much I fimr, destructiwi liovers nigh : 
Our state asks couneeL — ^Is it best to fly ? 
Or, old and helpless, at his feet to fiill, 
(Two wretchea suppliants) and for mercy call f 

Th* afflicted monarch shivei'd with despair ; 
Pale grew his fiice, and upright stood his hair ; 
Sunk was his heart ; his colour went and came ; 
A sudden trembling shook his aged frame ; 
When Hermes, greeting, touch*d his royal hand» 
And gently thus accosts with kind demand : 

Say whither, father ! when each mortal sight 
Is sealed in sleep, thou wander'st through the night f 
Why roam thy mules and steeds the plains along, 
Through Grecian fiies, so numerous and so strong f 
What couldst thou hope, should these thy treasures view, 
These, who with endless hate thy race pursue f 
For what defence, alas ! couldst thou provide ; 
Thyself not young, a weak old man thy guide f 
Yet suffer not thy soul to sink with dread : 
Front me no harm shall touch thy reverend bead , 
From Greece Pll guard thee too ; for in those lines 
The living iroace of my father shines. 

Thy words, uiat speak benevolence of mind. 
Are true, my son ! (the gpdlike sire rejoin'd) 
Great are my hazards; but the Gods surrey 
My steps, and send thee, guardian of my waj. 
Hail, and be blest ! for scarce of mortal kind 
Appear thy form, tHV features, and thy mind. 

Nor true vb all thy words, nor erring wide; 
(The sacred messenger of Heaven replied) 

TOL. XL B 
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But say, eoav9ftX thou through the kmelj plains 
What yet most precious of thy store remains, 
To lo(%e in safety with some friendly hand : 
Prepared perchance, to leaye thy native land f 
Or fly'st tnou now f — What hopes can Troy retain | 
Thy matchless son, her guard and glory, slain f 

The kiiK, alarm'd ; Say what, and whence thuu ait. 
Who search the sorrows of a parentis heart. 
And know so well how godlike Hector d^ f 
Thus Priam spoke, and Hermes thus replied : 

You tempt me, father, and wiih pity touch : 
On this sad subject, you inouire too much : 
Oft have these eyes that godlike Hector vew'd 
In glorious fieht, with Grecian blood imbruM : 
I saw him, when, like Jove, his flames he tost 
On thousand ships, and witherM half a host: 
I saw, but help*d not: stem Achilles* ire 
Forbaide assistance, and enjoyM the fire. 
For him I serve, of Myrmidonian race ; 
One ship couvoy'd us from our native plaoe ; 
Polyctor is my sire, an honour*d name, 
Ola like thjptl^ and not unknown to &me : 
Of seven his sons, by whom the lot was cast 
To serve our prince, it fell on me, the last 
To watch this quarter my adventure fidls: 
For with the mom the Greeks attack your walls ; 
Sleepless they sit, impatient to engage. 
And scarce their rulers check the maitial laga. 

If then thou art of stem Pelides' train, 
(The mournful monarch thus nnwn'd a^un : 
Ah, teU me truly, where, oh ! wMre an laid 
My son's dear relics? what beAdls him d«kd f 
Have dogs dismembered (oo the naked plains) 
Oryet uninangled rest his cold remiuns r 

O &vour*d of the skies! (thus answerM tksn 
The power that mediates between Gods and mei^ 
Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Hector rent. 
But whole he lies, stated in Hi* teot : 
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This the twelfth evening since be rested tfiere. 
Untouched by worms, untainted by the air. 
Still as Anrora^s ruddy beam is spread, 
Round his friend's tomb Achilles drags the dead: 
Yet undisfigurM, or m limb or face, 
AU fresh he lies, with every living grace, 
.Majestical in death I No stains are found 
O'er all the corse, and c)os*d is every wound ; 
Though many a wound they gave. Some hteavenlycam, 
Some hand divine, preserves him ever ieAn 
Or all the host of heaven, to whom he led 
A life so grateful, still regard him dead. 

Thus spoJLe to Priam the celestial guide, 
And jo}*ful thus the royal sire replied: 
Blest is the man who pays the Gods above 
The constant tribute of respect and love ; 
Those who inhabit the Olympian bower 
My son forgot not, in exalted power ; 
And Heaven, tliat every virtue bears in mind, 
E'eu to tb' ashes of the just, is kind. 
But thou, oh generous youth ! this goblet 4ake, 
A pledge of gratitude, for Hector's sake ; 
And while the favouring Gods our steps survey, 
Safe to Pelides' tent conduct my way. 

To whom the latent God : O King, forbear 
To tempt ray youth, for apt is youth to err : 
But can I, absent from my prince's sight, 
Take gifts in secret, that must shun the li^? 
What from our master's interest thus we draw, 
Is but a licens'd theft that 'scapes the law. 
Respecting him my sold abjures th* c^nce ; 
And as ^e crime, I dread the consequence. 
Thee, for as Aigps, pleas'd I could convey ; 
Guard of thy lire, and partner of thy ^ay i 
On thee attend, thy safetv to maintain. 
O'er pathless forests, or the roaring main. 

He said, then took the chariot at the bound, 
And 8natcl:'d the reins, and whirl'd the lash around t 
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Before th' loflpiring God that urgM ihem oq, 

The counere ny» with spirit not their own. 

And now they reach*d the naval walls, and found 

The guards repasting, while the bowls go round : 

On these tlie virtue of his wand be tries, 

And pours deep slumber on their watchfiil eyes: 

Then beav*d the mas^ gates, remov'd the bars, 

And o^er the trenches led the rolling cars. 

Unseen, through all Uie hostile camp they went. 

And now approached Felides* lofty tent 

Of fir the roof was raisM, and coverM o*er 

With reeds collected from the marshy shore; 

And fencM with palisades, a hall of state, 

(The work oif soldiers) where the hero sate. 

Large was the door, whose well-compacted strengith 

A solid pine-tree baxrM, of wonderoiis length ; 

Scarce three strong Greeks could lift its mighty wel^^t, 

But great Achilles singly closM the gate. 

This Hennes (such the power of Gods) set wide ; 

Then swift alighted the celestial guide, 

And thus reveaPd — Hear, prince ! and undorstand 

Thou ow*8t thy guidance to no monal hand : 

Hermes I am, descended from above. 

The Kiig of arts, the messenger of Jove. 

Farewell: to shun Achilles sight ~ 

t/ncommon are such &vours 

Nor stand confest to frail mortali^, 

Now fearless enter, and prefer thy prayers ; 

Adjure him by his iather*s silver hairs, 

His son, his mother ! urge him to bestow 

Whatever pity tliat stern heart can know. 

Thus having said, he vanishM from his eyes. 
And in a moment shot into tlie skies: 
The king, confirm*d from heaven, alighted them. 
And left his aged herald on the car. 
With solemn pace through various rooms he weiit« 
And Ibund Achilles in his inner tentf 
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There sate the hero ; Alcimus the brave, ' "^ 
And great Automedon, attendance gave: 

These serv*d his person at Uie royal feast: 

Around, at awful distance, stnod the rest 
Unseen by these, the king his entry made 

And, prostrate now before Achilles laid, 

Sudden (a venerable sight !) appears ; 

£rabrac*a his knees, and bathM bis hands in tean; 

Those direful hands his kisses pressed, imbru*d 

£*en in the best, the dearest or bis blood ! 
As when a wretch (who conscious of hit crime, 

Pursued for murder, flies his native clime^ 

Just gains some frontier, breathless, pale f amaz*d ! 
I All gase, all wonder : thus Achilles gaz*d : 

Thus stood th* attendants, stupid with surprise ; 
H All mute, yet seem to question with their eyes: 

Each look'd on Mother, none the silence broke, 
, Till thus at last the kingly suppliant spoke : 

Ah think, thou fiivour'a of tne powers divhie ! 
^ Think of thy father's age, and pity mine ! 

In me, that father's reverend image trace. 

Those silver hairs, that venerable face ; 

His trembling limbs, his helpless person, see J 

In all my equal, but in misery! 

Yet now, perhaps, some turn of human flite 

Expels him helpless from his peaceful state ; 

Thmk, from some powerful foe thou see*st him fly, 

And beg protection with a feeble cry. 

Yet still one comfort in his soul may rise ; 

He hears his son still lives to glad his eyes; 

And hearinj^, stiU may hope a better day 
' May send him thee to chase that foe away. 

No comfort to my griefs, no hopes remain. 

The best, the bravest of my sons are slain I 
^ Yet wnat a race ; ere Greece to llion came, 
^ The pledge of many a lovM, and loving dame! 

Nineteen one mother l)ore~Oead, all are dead I 

How ofi, alas ! has wretched Priam bled ! 
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SiiTl one was left, their loss to recompense ; 
His &d)er*8 hope^ his couutry*s last defence. 
Him too thy rage has slain ! beneath thy sled 
Unhappy in his countiy^s cau^ he lell ! 

For nim, through hostile camps I bend my waj ; 
For him thus prostrate at tl>y feet I lay ; 
Large gifts proportion^ to thy wrath X be^ ; 
Oh hear the wretchedi and the Gods revere I ' 

Think of thy father, and this face behold ! 
See him in me, as helpless and as old ! 
Though not so wretched : there he yields to me» 
The first of men m severe^ misexy ! 
Thus forced to kneel, thus grovelling to embrace 
The scourge and ruin oif my reahn and race: 
Suppliant my children's murders to implore. 
And kiss those hands yet reekina with their gore. 

These words soft pity in tlie chief inspire, 
Touched with the dear remembrance of his sire. 
Tlien with his hand (as prostrate still he lay) 
The old man's cheek he gently turn'd away. 
Now each by turns indulged the gush of wo; 
And now the mingled tides together flow : 
This low on earth, that gently bending o*ei; 
A father one, and one a son deplore : 
But great Achilles different passions rend^ 
And now his sire he mourns, and now his fiiend. 
Th* infectious softness through the horoes xan; ^ 
One universal solemn shower began ; S- 

They bore as heroes, but they felt as man. ) 

Satiate at lensth with uuavailtng.woes. 
From the liigh throne divine Achilles rose ; 
The icverend monarch by the hand he raised ; 
On his white bekrd and form majestic ga^d» 
Not unrelenting: then serene began 
With words to sooth the miserable man : 

Alas! what weight uf anguish hast thou knownl 
Unhappy prince ! thus guardless and alone 
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To pass through foes, and thus undaunfed Am 

The mail whose iury has destroyM thy race ! 

Heaven sure has ann*d thee with a heart of steely 

A strength proporti(m*d to the woes you feei. 

Rise then : let reason mitigate our care ; 

To mourn, avails not: man is bom to bear. 

Such is, alas .' the Gods' severe decree : 

They, only they are blest, and only free. 

Two urns by Jove*s high throne have ever stood* 

The sourceof evil one, and one of good ; 

From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 

Blessings to these, to those distributes ills ; 

To most, he mingles both : the wretch decreed 

To taste the bad, unmixM, is curst indeed ; 

Pursued by wrongs, by meagre fomine driven, 

He wanders, outcast both of earth and heaven. 

The happiest, taste not happiness sincere ; 

But find the cordial draught is dash'd with care. 

Who more than Peleus shone in wealth and power: 

What stars concurring blest his natal hour ; 

A realm, a Goddess to his wishes given ; 

Grac*d by the Gods with all the gifts of Heaven: 

One evil, yet, o*ertakes his latest day; 

No race succeeding to imperial sway, 

An only son; and he (alas!) ordainM 

To fall untimely in a foreign land. 

See him, in Troy, the pious care decline 

Of his weak ag?^ to live the curse of thine ! 

Thou too, old man, hast happier days beheld ; 

In riches once, in children once excellM ; 

Exteuded Phrygia own^d thy ample reifp, 

And all fair llesbos' blissful seats contam. 

And all wide Hellespont's unmeasured main. 

But since the God his hand has pieas'd to turn, 

And fiU thy measure from his bitter urn. 

What sees the sun, but haplera heroes* foils ? 

War and the Mood of men surround thy walls I 



i 
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What must bs, must be. Bear thy lot, nor shed 
These unavailing sorrows o*er the dead; 
Thou canst not ^ him from the Stygian shore. 
But thou, alas ! may*st lire to suffer more ! 

To whom the king : O favoured of the skies ! f 

Here let me grow to earth ! nnce Hector lies > 

On the bare i)each deprivM of obsequies. ) 

Oh, give me Hector ! to my eyes restore 
His corse, and take the gifts: I ask no more. 
Thou, as thou may'st, these boundless stores enjoy; 
Safe niay*st thou sail, and turn thy wrath from Txoy ; 
So shall thy pity and forbearance give 
A weak old man to see the l^ht and live ! 

Move me no more (Achilles thus replies, 
While kindlutg anger sparkled in his eyes ;) 
Nor seek by tears my steady soul to bend ; 
To yield thy Hector 1 myself intend : 
For know, from Jove my Goddess-mother came 
(Old Ocean*s daughter, silver-footed dame ;) 
Nor com'st thou but by Heaven : nor com'st alone. 
Some God impels with courage not thy own : 
No human hand the weighty gates unbarr*d, i 

Nor could the boldest of our youth have dar*d > 

To pass our out-works, or elude the guard. V 

Cease ; lest, neglectful of high Jove^s command, 
I show thee, king ! thou tread*st on hostile land; 
Release my knees, thy suppliant arts give o*er. 
And shake the purpose of my soul no more. 

The sire obeyM nim, trembling and o^eraw'd; 
Achilles, like a lion, rush*d abroad ; 
Automedon and Alcimus attend 
(Whom most he honourM since he lost his friend;) 
These to unyoke the mules and horses went, 
And led the hoary herald to the tent ; 
Next heapM on high the numerous presents bear 
^Great Hector*s ransom) from the polisli^d car. 
Two splendid mantles, and a carpet spread. 
They leave to cover, and enwrap the dead. 
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Then call the handmaids, with assistant toil 

To wash the body, and anoint with oil. 

Apart from Priam ; lest th* unhappy sire, 

ProvoIc*d to passion, once more rous'd to ire 

The stem Pelides ; and nor sacred age, 

Nor Jove's command, should check the rising rage. 

This done, the garments o'er the corsa they spread ; 

Achilles lifts it to the funeral bed : 

Then, while the body on the car they laid. 

He sroans, and calls on lovM Patroclus* shade : 

It; in that gloom which never light must know. 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghosts below : 
O friend ! forgive me, tliat I thus fulfil 

? Restoring Hector) Heaven's unquestion'd wiU. 
he gifts the father gave, be ever thine, 
To grace thy manes, and to grace thy shrine. 

He said, aud, entering took his seat of state, 
Where full before him reverend Priam sate : 
To whom, composed, the godlike chief begun 
Lo ! to thy prayer restored, thy bieathless son ; 
Extended on the funeral couch he lies, ^ 

And soon as morning paints tho eastern skies, > 
The sight is granted to thy loi ging eyes. > 

But now the peaceful hours of sacred night 
Demand refection, and to rest invite : 
Nor thou, O &ther ! thus consumM with wo. 
The coimnon cares that nourish life forego. 
Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 
A parent once, whose sorrows equalled thine t 
Six youthful sons, as many blooming maids, 
In one sad day beheld the Stygian shades; 
These by Apollo's silver bow were sla n, 
Those, Cynthia's aarrows stretch 'd upon the plain ; 
So was her pride chastis'd by wrath d;vine, 
Who match'd her own with bright Latonia's line ; 
But two the Goddess, twelve the queen enjoy'd ; 
Those boasted twelve th' avenging two dostroy'd. 
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SteepM in their Mood, and in ilie dint outronad, 
NirM days, neglected, Ivf exposM the dead; 
None by to weep them, to innunie tliein none, 
^or Jove had tiim*d the nation all to stone :) 
The Gods tbemselves at length, relenting gave 
Th* unhappy race the honours of a srave. 
Herself a rock (for such was heaven's high will) 
Through deserts wild now pours a weeping rill ; 
Where round the bed whence Achelous springs, 
The watery fiuries dance in mazy rings, 
Th^re hiah on Sipylus*s sha^y brow. 
She stands, lier own sad monument of wo; 
The rock for ever lasts, the tears for ever flow. 

Such griefe, O king ! have other parents known ; 
Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 
The care of Heaven thy Hector has appear*d. 
Nor shall he lie unwept and uninterr*a; 
Soon may thy ag^d cneeks in tears be drown*d. 
And all the eyes of llion stream around. 

He said, and risine, chose the victim ewe 
With silver fleece, which his attendants slew; 
The limbs they sever from the reeking hide. 
With skill prepare them, and in parts divide: 
Each on the coals the separate morsels lays, 
And, hasty, snatches from the rising blaze. 
With bresid the glittering canisters they load. 
Which round the board Automedon bestowM; 
The chief himself to each his portion placed, 
And each indulging shar*d in sweet repast 
When now the rage of hun^r was represt, 
The wondering iiero eyes his royal guest: 
No less the royal guest the hero eves. 
His godlike aspect and majestic size ; 
Here, youthful grace and noble fire engage ; 
And there, the mild benevolence of age. 
Thus gazing long, the silence neither broke, 
(A soleom scene !) at length the father ipoka. 
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Pennit me now, beloved of Jonre ! to steep 

My careful temples in the dew of -sleep : 

For since the day that number*d with the;dead 

My hapless son, the dust has been my bed ; 

Soft sleep a stranger to my weeping eves ; 

My only food my sorrows and my signs ! 

TUl now, encouraged by the grace you give» 

I share thy banquet, and consent to live. 
With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed. 

With purple soft, and shaggy carpets spread ; 

Forth, by the flaming lights, they bend their way. 

And place thecoucl^s, and the coverings lay. 

Then he : Now, father, sleep, but sleep not here» 

Consult thy safety, and foigive my fear, 

Lest any Argive (at this hour awake, 

To ask our counsel, or onr orders take) 

Approachingsudden to our opened tent. 
Perchance l^hold thee, and our grace prevent 
Should such report thy honoured person here, 
The king of men the ransom mignt defer ; 
But say with speed, if ought of thy desire 
Remains unasked ; what time the rigbte require 
T^ mter thy Hector? For, so long we stay 
Our slau^tering arm, and bid the hosts obey. 
If then thy will permit (the monarch said) 
To finish all due honoura to the dead. 
This, of thy grace accord: to thee are known 
The fears of llion clos'd within her town; 
And at what distance from our walls aspire 
The bills of Ide, and forests for the fire. 
Nine days to vent our sorrows I reouest. 
The. tenth shall see the funeral and the fieast ; 



The next, to raise his monument be given ; 
The twelfth we war, if war be doomed by 1 



Heaven 1 



This thy request (replied the chief) enjoy: 
Till then, our arms suspend the fall of Troy. 

Then gave his hand at parting, to prevent 
The old man*s fears, and tuni*d within the teut. 
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Where lair Brieeis, bright in blooming chaons, 
Elxpects her hero with dennng armg. 
But in the porch the king and herald rest; 
Sad dreams of care yet wandering in their breast. 
Now Gods and men the ^ftrof sleep partake ; 
Industrious Hermes only was awake. 
The king*8 return revolving in his mind, 
To pass the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 
The power descending hoverM o*er his head : 
And sleep*8t thou father ! (thus the vision said) 
Now dost thou sleep, when Hector is restor*d? 
Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Grecian lord ? 
Thy presence here should stem Atrides see. 
Thy still-surviving sons may sue for thee, 
May oflfer all thy treasures yet contain, 
To spare thy ag^ ; and offer all in vain. 

Wak*d with the word, the trembling sire aroaSt 
And raisM his friend : the God before him goes ; 
He joins the mules, directs them with his hand, 
Ancf mjves in silence through the hostile land. 
When now to Xanthus* yelk>w stream they diOYe, 
O^aiithus, immortal progeny of Jove,) 
The winged deity forsow their view, 
And in a moment to Olympus fiew. 
Now shed Aurora round her saffron ray, 
Sprunff through the gates of light, and gave the day: 
Ciiarg^ with their mournful load, to Ilion go 
The sage and king, majesticallv slow 
Cassandra first beholds, fi*om llion*s spue. 
The sad procession of her hoary sire ; 
Then, as the pensive pomp advanced more nnr, 
^Her breathless brother stretched upon the hier) 
A shower of tears overflows her beauteous eyes. 
Alarming thus all Ilion with her cries: 

Turn here your steps, and here your eyes employ. 
Ye wretched daughters, and ye sons of Tray! 
If e*er ye rush*d in crowds, with vast delight. 
To hail your hero glorieus from the fight; 
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Now meet him dead, and let your sorrows flow • 
Vour comrooD trii/mph, and your common wo. 

In thronging crowds they issue to the plains ; 
Nor man, noi[ woman, in the walls remams: 
In every face the self-same grief is shown ; 
And Troy sends forth one universal groan. 
At Scsea*s gates they meet the mourning wain, 
Hang on the wheels, and grovel round the daiii* 
The wife and mother firantic with despair. 
Kiss his pale cheek, and rend their scattered hair; 
Thus wildly wailing at the gates they lay ; 
And there had sighM and sorrowed out che day : 
But godlike Priam from the chariot rose ; 
Forbear (he cned) this violence of woes, 
First to the palace let the car proceed. 
Then pour your boundless sorrows o^er the dead. 

The waves of people at his word divide, 
Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide .- 
£*en to the palace the sad pomp they wait ; 
They weep and place him on the bed of state. 
A melancholy choir attend around, 
With plaintive sighs, and music*s solemn sound : 
Alternately they sing, alternate flow 
Th* obedient tear6,melodious in their wo. 
While deeper sorrows groan from each fbU heart, 
And nature speaks at every pause of art. 

First to the corse the weeping consort flew ; 
Around his neck her milk-wnite arms she threw. 
And, oh, my Hector ! oh,, my lord ! she cries, 
SnatchM in thy bloom from these desirine eyes! 
Thou to the dismal realms for ever gone ! 
And I abandoned, desolate, alone ! 
An only son, once comfort of our pains, 
Sad product now of hapless love, remains ! 
Never to manly age that son shall rise, 
Or with increasing graces glad my eyes; 
For nioQ DOW (her great defender sbin) 
Shall sink a smukiog ruin on the plain. 
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Who now prolBCts bcr wivos with goaidnn can ? 

Who saves her infimts fiom the ra^ of war? 

Now hostik fleets must waft those mftiDts o'er, 

(Those wives must wait them) to a foieisn shora 

Thou too, my son ! to baii>arous climes shall go. 

The sad companion of thy mother's wo ; 

Driv*n hence a dave before the ▼ictoc's sword ; 

Conderan'd to toil for some inhuman lord : 

Or else some Greek whose fiitber prest the plain. 

Or scm, or brother, by great Hector slam, 

In Hector's blood his veng^nce shall enjor, 

And hurl thee headlong mm the towers of Troy. 

For thy stem fother never sparM a foe : 

Thence all these tears, and all this scene of wo ! 

Thence many evils his sad parents bore, 

His parents many, but his consort more. 

Why gav*st thou not to me thy dying hand ? 

And why leceivM not I thy last command ? 

Some word thou wouldst have ^ke, which, sadly dear^ 

Mv soul might keep, or utier with a tear ; 

Which never, never could be lost in air, 

Flx*d in mv heart, and oft repeated there ! 

Thus to her weepin{|; maids she makes her roaan. 
Her weeping handmaids echo groan for groan. 

The mournful mother next sustains her part 
O thou, the best, the dearest to my heart ! 
Of all my race diou most b^ heaven approv'd. 
And by th* immortals e*en m death belovM ! 
While all my othw sons in baxbaroos bands 
Achilles bound, and sold to foreign lands» 
This felt no chains, but went a glorious ghost. 
Free, and a hero, to the Stygian coast 
Sentenc*d, 'tis true, by his mhuman doom, 
Thy noble corse was dragg'd around the tomb, 
(The tomb of him thv wailike aim had dain ;) 
Ungenerous insult, nnpotent and vain • 
Tet gk>w*st thou fiesh with every living grace ; % 
No mark of pain, or vioienoa of fooe; 
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Rosy and fiur, aa'PfacBbus' silver bow 
Disraiss'd tbee gently to the shades below ! 

Thus spoke the dame, and melted into tears. - 
Sad Helen next m pomp of grief appears: 
Fast from the shinmg aiuces of her eyes 
Fall the round duyfltel drops, while thus she cries i 

Ah, dearest friend ! in whom the Gods had join*d 
The mildest manners with the bravest mind ; 
Now twice ten yeara (unhappjryears) are o*er 
Smce Paris broucht me to the Trojan shore ; 
(O had Iperish*dere that form divine 
Seduced this soft, this eas^ heart of mine !) 
Yet was it ne^er my &te nom thee to find 
A deed ungentle, or a word unkind ; 
When others curst the authoress of thdr wo, 
Thy pity cIieckM my sorrows in their ^w : 
If some'proud brother eyM me with disdain. 
Or scornful sister with her sweeping train, 
Thy centle accents softenM all my pain. 
For thee I mourn ; and mourn myself in thee. 
The wretched source of all this misery ! 
The fate I caused, for ever I bemoan ; 
Sad Helen has no friend now thou art gone! 
Through Troy*s wide streeu abandon*d shall I roan. 
In Troy deserted, as abhorr*d at home ! 

So spoke the fidr, with sorrow-streaming eyei 
Distressful beauty melts each stander^by ; 
On aU around th* infectious sorrow grows ; 
But Priam check*d the torrent as it rose. 
Perform, ye Trojans ! what the rites reqaixe. 
And fell the forests for a funeral pyre ; 
Twelve days, nor foes nor secret ambush dread ; 
Achilles nrants these honours to the dead. 

He spoke, and at his word, the Trojan train 
Their mules and oxen harness to the wain, 
Pour through the gates, and fell*d from Ida*s ciovn, 
Boll'd back the gather*d forest to the town. 
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These toils continue frfne succeeding days, 
And high in air a sylvan structure raise. 
But WMn the tenth fair inom began to shine, 
Forth to the pile was borne the man divine, 
And placM aJoft: while all, with streaming eyes» 
Beheld the flames, and rolling smokes arise. 
Soon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn. 
With rosy lustre streak*d the dewy lawn ; 
Again the mournful crowds surround the pyie, 
And quench with wine the yet remaining fire. 
The sqovy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears collected) in a golden vase; 
The golden vase in purple ]ml11s the^ rolPd, 
Of softest texture, and inwrought with gold. 
Last o'er the um the sacred earth they spread. 
And raisM the tomb, memorial of the dead, 
(Strong guards and spies, till all the rites were donC) 
, Watched from the rising to the setting sun.) 
All Troy then moves to Edam's court again, 
A solemn, silent, melancholy train; 
Assembled there, from piotis toil they rest. 
And sadly shar*d the last sepulchral feast 
Such honours Ilion to her hero paid. 
And peaceful slept the mighty Hector's dndc 



CONCLUSION OF THE NOTES. 

We have now passed through the Iliad, and seen the 
anger of Achilles, and the terrible eflects of it, at an eiod : 
as- that only was the subject of the poem, and the nature 
of epic poetry would not permit our author to proceed to 
the event of the war, it may, perhaps, be acceptable to 
the common reader to give a short account of what bap* 
pened to Troy, and the chief actors in this poem, afur 
the conclusion of it. 

I need not mention that Troy was taken, soon after the 
death of Hector, by the stratagem of the wooden horse, 
the particulars of which are described by Virgil in the 
•econd book 6f the Mne». 

Achilles fell before Troy, by the hand of Paris, by tha 
diot of an arrow in his heel, as Hector had prophesied 
at his death, book xxii. 

The unfortunate Priam was killed by Pyrrfaus, the son 
of Achilles. 

Ajax, after the death of Achilles, had a contest with 
tJlysses for the armour of Vulcan ; but being defeated ia 
his aim, he slew himself through indignation. 

Helen, after the death of Paris, married Deiphobus^ 
his brother ; and, at the taking of Troy, betrayed him, in 
order to reconcile herself to Menelaus, her first husband, 
who received her again into favour. 

Agamemnon, at his return, xwls baibarously murdered 
by JEgy.stus, V the instigation of Clytemnestra, his wife, 
who in his absence had disbonourea his bed with .£gys» 
tus. 

Diomed, after the fall of Troy, was expelled his own 
country, and scarcely escaped with life from his adul> 
terous wife iEeiale ; but atlast was received by Daunut 
in Apulia, and shared hit kingdom : it is uncertain how 
be died* 

Ne«or lived in peaotb with his ehildieo, in PykM, his 
Mtiveoounay. 
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Ulysaes also, After innumerable truubles by tea and 
land, at last returned in safety to Ithaca, wfaieh is tbe 
subject of Ho:ner*s Odyssey. 

I must end these remits by dischargia^ my duty to 
two of my friendt, which is the more an indispenaoible 
piece of justice, as the one of them is since dead : the 
merit of their kindness to me will appear infinitely the 
greater, as the task they under^k was, in its own na* 
ture, of much more labour than either pleasure or repu* 
tatiou. The larger part of the extracts from EustathiuSt 
together with several excellent observations, were tern 
me by Mr. Broome : and the whole essay on Homer was 
written, upon such memoirs as 1 had collected, l^ the 
late Dr. FamelU archde^on of Clngherin Ireland: how 
▼ery much that gentleman^s friendship prevailed over hia 
genius, in detaining a writer of his spirit in the dfudgeiy 
of removing the rubbish of past pedants, will soon ap- 
pear to tne world, when the^ shall see those beautiful 
pieces of poetry, the publication of which he left to my 
charge, almost with his dying breath. 

For what remains, 1 beg to be excused from the cer0- 
roonies of taking leave at the end of my woric ; and Aom 
embarrassing myself, or others, with any defiBnoesor apc^ 
lo^s about It But instead of endeavouring to raise a 
vam monument to myself, of the merits or difficulties of 
it ^which must be left to the w<Mrld, to truth, and to po»> 
tenty) let me leave behind me a memorial oif my frienft- 
ahip with one of the most valuable of men, as well h.% 
Snest writers, of my i^ and country : one who has tncU 
and knows by his own experience, how hard an unfter' 
taking it is to do justice to Homer : and one who, (1 am 
sure,) sincerely rejoices with me at tne period of my lu* 
hours. To him, therefore, having brougnt this lot^g work 
to a conclusion, I desire to dedicate it; and to have thtf 
honour and satisAkctiou of placinstogether, in tkus 
Der, the names of Mr. COnGR£V£, and of 

-- . A.FQF1L 
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